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GLORY 

Firsl    Prize  Shoii   Story 
by  Willi  \m    Colem  \\ 

S  THE  purple  dusk  of  twi- 
light   slowly   settled   across 
the  lime-chalked   field,  the 
scene  of  many   a    gridiron 
a  slow  sadness  settled   upon 
the  heart  of  Larry  Purcell  wending 

his  way  to  the  showers. 

He  was  only  a  substitute.  For 
three  heartrending  years  he  had  of- 
fered his  small  body,  a  mere  l :'<:'. 
pounds  of  courage  and  persistency, 
to  his  college,  and  now  his  hopes 
were  ;.i   their  lowest  ebb. 
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Each  year  that  great  coach,  Jack 
Stephen,  had  shaken  his  head  and 
repeated  his  decision  that  Larry's 
weight  was  too  much  of  a  handicap 
in  big  college  football,  of  course 
disappointing  Larry,  but  Fordham 
had  to  have  its  big  players  to  prove 
a  match  for  the  other  teams  of  the 


"Big  Four." 


It  was  Larry's  senior  year  at  Ford- 
ham  and  once  again  he  sat  down  to 
pen  his  usual  letter  to  his  once  illus- 
trious parent,  who  years  before  had 
been  All  American  End  and  in  1914, 
the  greatest  Fordham  player  to  don 
the  moleskins. 

They  never  knew  at  Fordham  that 
Larry  Purcell,  the  persistent  but 
fruitless  player,  was  the  son  of 
"Dinsy"  Purcell,  All  American,  and 
holder  of  the  greatest  honor  in  the 
Football  Hall  of  Fame.  That  it 
wasn't  known  seemed  incredible. 

Larry's  letters  were  all  the  same. 
"Dear  Dad: 

"I  am  still  trying,  but  it's  the  same 
old  story — too  light  —  and  time 
marches  on.  I  guess  I  will  never  be 
the  football  star  my  father  was. 

"They  don't  know  I'm  your  son 
down  here,  and  I  guess  it's  just  as 
well,  as  our  feeling  are  spared. 

"Well,  Dad,  the  Yale  game  is  next 
week  and  I  will  see  you  at  the  Polo 
Grounds. 

'Winning  this  game  means  an  un- 
beaten Fordham  Eleven.  Great! 
Huh,  Dad? 

"With  love 

"Larry." 

The  next  afternoon  as  the  Varsity 
and  second  teams  were  running 
through  their  signal  drills  and  form- 
ations, a  strange  conversation  was 
enacted  between  Jack  Stephen,  head 
coach,  and  "Rock"  Peterson,  substi- 
tute, or  assistant  coach  of  Fordham. 

"Well,  'Rock',"  Stephen  was  say- 
ing, "we  have  a  fine  backfield,  but 
we  lack  a  shifty  hipless  back  of 
Albie  Booth's  type.  Yale  will  only 
be  beaten  by  brawn  and  speed.  We 
need  a  fast  back  and  we  will  have  to 


find   one   to   stand   an   even  chance 
against  Yale." 

Peterson  frowned.  "Well,  Jack," 
he  said,  "let's  make  the  boys  take  a 
couple  of  laps  around  the  track  and 
find  a  fast  runner  with  a  loose  hip 
motion." 

"O.  K.,"  replied  the  coach  slowly 
but  doubtfully. 

As  the  men  trotted  around  the  field 
the  coaches  regarded  them,  each 
one,  steadfastly,  and  suddenly  their 
attention  was  drawn  to  the  stum- 
bling sidewise  run  of  Purcell,  the 
substitute  end  who  half  fell  around 
the  track  with  his  peculiar  ambling 
gait. 

The  coaches  looked  at  each  other 
knowingly,  and  Peterson  said, 
"There's  our  man." 

As  Larry  rounded  the  track  he 
heard  his  name  called  and  with  a 
heavy  step  and  heavier  heart  he  trot- 
ted fearfully  up  to  the  coach,  dread- 
ing to  hear  those  four  words  which 
had  wrecked  the  hopes  of  many  an 
aspirant,  "Turn  in  your  suit." 

The  coaches  regarded  him  seri- 
ously for  a  moment  and  saw  a  light- 
complexioned  youth  with  blue  eyes 
set  farther  apart  than  natural  and  a 
very  determined  chin. 

"Your  name  Purcell?"  asked  the 
coach. 

"Yes,"  answered  Larry  fearfully. 

"Well,"  continued  the  head  coach, 
"we  need  a  man  to  replace  Hardy  at 
quarterback,  due  to  his  wonderful 
defensive  work  at  end,  and  you  may 
be  the  man  to  take  his  position.  Be 
here  tomorrow  at  1:45  sharp."  The 
coach  trotted  off. 

Larry  felt  as  if  a  great  chasm  of 
hope  had  engulfed  him  and  he  knew 
this  was  his  golden  opportunity. 
Here  was  his  chance!  He  was  the 
sole  hope,  and  he  was  to  make  the 
most  of  it. 

The  next  afternoon,  and  many 
afternoons  following,  found  Larry 
out  for  football  an  hour  beforehand 
with  the  coaches,  practicing  the 
duties  of  a  quarterback.   Starting  at 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


one  end  of  the  field,  practicing 
starts,  having  the  ball  passed  in  to 
him,  practicing  the  spinning,  weav- 
ing, dodging  motion  of  a  clever  back. 
Shaking  off  would-be  tacklers  with 
his  hips  and  practicing  the  invalu- 
able sidestep  and  straight-arm  of  a 
halfback. 

Finally  an  afternoon  came  when 
good  or  evil  was  to  befall  Larry, 
when  with  the  score  12-0  against  the 
scrubs  he  was  put  in  against  the 
Varsity  as  quarterback. 

Larry  quickly  sized  up  the  situa- 
tion: on  the  opponent's  30-yard  line- 
3rd  down  and  !)  to  go  for  a  first 
down. 

A  pass  was  the  play! 

The  ball  was  snapped  back  in  a 
direct  pass,  a  small  stumbling  figure 
faded  back  slowly  and  shot  the  pig- 
skin like  a  bullet  into  Hardy's  hands 
on  their  opponent's  20-yard  line  for 
a  fir.-;  down. 

The  Varsitj  was  aroused.  They 
should  never  be  scored  on  before  a 
big  game  like  Yah1!  What  would 
Yale  do  if  'he  lowly  scrubs  could 
score! 


^galn  the  signals'  A  spinner  play' 
A  small  stumbling  ('mure  tore 
through  the  line,  reversed  his  field 
and  sidestepped  the  safety  man  who 
missed  him  by  an  eyelash   because 


of  the  hiplike  motion  of  Larry's 
body. 

Once  again  this  happened  against 
the  surprised  Varsity,  and  as  a  blue 
helmeted  figure  dropped  hack  and 
booted  the  ball  squarely  between  the 
uprights,  a  smile  of  satisfaction 
crossed  the  face  of  Head  Coach 
Stephen. 

The  weather  the  day  of  the  game 
was  bright  and  clear, — the  kind  of  a 
day  when  one  thinks  of  football. 

The  Fordham  Hoard  of  Strategy 
had  decreed  that  Larry's  playing  be 
kepi  an  utmost  secret  until  the  third 
quarter. 

Larry's  father,  the  once  great 
"Dinsy"  Purcell,  stepped  off  the 
train.  His  heart  quivered  as  he 
noticed  the  familiar  surroundings 
and  the  entrance  to  the  Polo 
Grounds. 

His  son  was  not  there  to  meet 
him.  Perhaps  Larry's  part  in  the 
game  today  forbade  his  being  at  the 
train.    Coach's  orders. 

The  Stadium  was  a  mass  of  hyster- 
ical humanity  as  tin1  third  quarter 
passed  into  history  with  the  score 
Yale,  13:  Fordham,  <>.  The  dancing 
style  of  that  phenomenal  halfback. 
AJbie  Booth,  thrilled  the  onlookers 
to  an  excitement  known  only  to  lov- 
ers of  football. 

Far  back  in  the  stands  "Dinsy" 
Purcell  sat  hack  with  bitterness  in 
his  heart.  This  was  not  the  fighting 
group  of  Fordham  Gladiators,  but  a 

discouraged  group  of  youngsters 
who  had  just  about  given  up  hope. 
Too  much  Booth,  too  much  Yale. 

On  top  oi  the  Btands  an  excited  an- 
nouncer was  giving  the  came  in  de- 
tail to  millions  of  listeners,  Baying: 

"Well,   folks.    I    gUeSS    it    looks   bad 

for  Fordham.  it's  late  in  the  third 
period  and  the  hoys  are  dead  on 
their  feet. 

"Wait,  folks,  a  substitution !     B 

what  R  little  feller!    Number  64.  Wait 

till  I  look  him  up;   his  name  isn"t  on 

the  score  shot,    it  must  he  another 

>th-  -of  course,  folks,  there  is  only 

one  Albie.  you  know. 
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"Fordham  is  huddling — the  little 
feller  is  back — there  he  goes,  and 
what  a  stride — 5-10-15  yards,  eluding 
tackles  in  a  Boothian  fashion.  Eigh- 
teen yards,  folks!  until  he  was 
downed  by  Linnehan,  Yale  tackle. 
What  a  run!  The  Rams  are  slapping 
this  fellow  on  the  back,  he  deserves 
it,  too! 

"First  down — Fordham's  ball  on 
Yale's  30-yard  line.  He's  off — the 
little  feller  again!  A  spinner  through 
tackle,  sidestepping  and  whirling 
and  twisting  for  20-valuable  yards. 
Taylor  nabbed  him. 

"Boy!  Oh,  boy!  What  a  player! 

"There  he  is,  back  again.  An  iron 
man!  The  ball  is  snapped!  An  end 
run — no,  a  pass,  folks!  Completed  by 
Hardy!  A  touchdown,  No.  64  to 
Hardy!    What  a  player! 

"Folks,  here  is  something  inter- 
esting. Rumor  has  it  that  this  boy  is 
Purcell,  the  son  of  the  immortal  all- 
American  end,  "Dinsy"  Purcell! 


"Boy,  that  fellow  is  making  family 
and  national  history  and  audience — 
'Like  Father  like  Son' — the  rumor 
verified." 

Far  back  in  the  stands  "Dinsy" 
Purcell  stared  into  the  gridiron  with 
misty  eyes.  His  ambition  was  being 
realized,  his  own  son  now  leading 
the  fighting  Fordham  Rams  to 
Victory,  and  a  feeling  of  blood- 
tingling  excitement  engulfed  him  as 
he  saw  his  son  turn  the  tide  of  vic- 
tory with  the  help  of  ten  raging 
demons,  gaining  all-American  recog- 
nition as  Fordham  and  Purcell  won, 
24-13. 

With  tears  in  his  eyes  he  saw  his 
son  in  the  locker-room  being  cheered 
by  his  mates,  and  all  Larry  could  do 
was  to  say,  "Gee,  Dad!  It's  ours,  and 
not  my  glory."  And  as  they  walked 
out  of  the  locker-room  Coach 
Stephen  grinned  and  said  easily, 
"'Like  Father  like  Son!'  Only 
natural!" 


"THE    WOBliD-WEART   DBEAMEB 

SPEAKS    TO    THE    NIGHT" 


Tonight  is  all   that   matters; 

I've  drunk  my  fill  of  life; 
This    hour   here   on    the   seasore 

Is  worth  a  world  of  strife. 

I've  bartered  my   tomorrow 

For   this  brief   ecstasy, 
And  sip  the  liquid  moonlight,  for 

The  morn  may  never  be. 

Tonight  the  silvered  darkness 

Caresses   blazing    stars, 
AVhile   waves  lap,  gently   washing 

The   silent,   sand-swept   bars. 

I'd    pay   a    princely    ransom 

Tonight,   to  be  a  wave 
Out  there  alone;    there's  something 

You    make    my    spirit    crave. 

Alas   I  am  but   mortal! 

So  all  that  I  can  do 
Is  drink  a  toast  in  joy,  O  Night, 

To  my  farewell  with  you! 

Helen  Souden. 


"SUNRISE    ON     THE     HIGHLANDS." 

Oh,   highlands,  in  whose  rocks  are  held 
Sweet   memories  of  long  ago, 
In   thee,   while  yet   night's  death  is  knelled 
The   golden   morning's   dew  doth   flow. 

In    thee   the   night   and  day  are  one; 

Thy   smiles  are   washed   with   sorrow's  tear; 

With  thee  was  love  itself  begun — 

And   thus  I  sought  and  found  it  here. 

A   day!     A   night!    Ah.  boundless  space! 
A    candle  blowing  in   the  breeze; 
A   breath  from  heaven;  a  pale,  dim  face; 
Weird  moonlight  tossed  on  misty  seas! 

A    flicker  'hove  the  mighty  de> 
The   silence  of  the  midnight  sky; 
A    brief  flash,  as  the  comets  weep 
Bright  tears  of  star  dust  ere  they  die. 

The  dreams  of  men   have  drifted  far; 
Ah.  whither,  highlands,  do  they  flee? 
Methinks   they   form   thy   northern   stars 
And  shed  their  myriad  lights  on  thee. 

And  then  when  day  dissolves  them,  thread 
Of  glimmering  gold  is  flung  on  high; 
Then  star  dream  of  the  night — not  dead, 
I '.lit   sleeping  in  thy  bosom  lie. 

Helen   Souden. 


BOATS,  BOOZE  AND  BOYS 


Second  Prize 
by  William  Ames  Coates 


You      gotcha 


I   have,  Jerry, 
of   it.     Is   Bert 


AY,       Tom ! 
lunch?" 

'You   bet 
and   plenty 
down  yet?" 

"Yup;  he's  in  the  boat,  getting 
ready.  Come  on!"  Jerry  raced  down 
the  wharf  to  the  boat. 

The  boat  in  question  was  an  old 
motorboat  of  uncertain  but  undoubt- 
edly great  age.  It  had  a  one-cylinder 
engine  of  the  type  familiarly  known 
as  a  "put-put."  They  had  bought  it 
for  a  few  dollars  from  an  old  fisher- 
man in  whose  service  it  had  seen  its 
best  days.  Still,  it  suited  the  boys' 
needs,  and,  with  Bert's  occasional 
tinkering,  ran  fairly  well. 

"Did  anyone  bring  a  bailing-can?" 
asked  Jerry,  a  few  minutes  later,  as 
they  were  leaving.  "You  know  you 
lost  the  other  one  overboard  the  last 
time  we  were  out,  Tom." 

"I  brought  one,"  said  Bert. 
"Mother  let  me  have  this  old  coffee 
can." 

"Have  we  got  everything  now?" 
said  Tom.  "Let's  see;  lunch,  drink- 
ing water — is  the  gas  tank  full, 
Bert?" 

"Yes;  I  filled  it  this  morning." 

"Well,  let's  go,  then.  We're  off!" 

The  boys  were  in  high  spirits  as 
they  set  out.  They  were  going  on  an 
all-day  picnic  to  the  islands  three 
01  four  miles  out.  They  planned  to 
spend  the  day  cruising  among  the 
islands,  of  which  there  were  many, 
both  large  and  small. 

The  boys  took  turns  steering,  or  as 
Jerry  would  have  it.  "tricks  at  the 
wheel."  Jerry  always  insisted  on 
nautical  language  when  they  were  in 
the  boat.  The  morning  passed  with- 
out incident,  the  ones  who  were  no( 
steering  loafing  and  reading.  Berl 
had  a  book  with  him  and  .Terry  a 
morning  paper, 

Tn  about  three  hours  they  were  out 


among  the  islands.  Jerry  was  in  the 
bow  inspecting  the  gas  supply  when 
suddenly  he  yelled,  "Hard  a-port! 
Rocks  on  the  starboard  bow!" 

Bert,  who  was  steering,  promptly 
"put  her  helm  over,"  but  there  was 
a  bump  and  noise  of  breaking  wood. 
The  boat  had  glanced  off  the  rock, 
but  water  was  pouring  in.  Luckily 
they  were  only  about  a  hundred 
yards  from  one  of  the  smaller  is- 
lands, to  which  they  now  steered. 

They  gained  the  shore  finally,  but 
there  were  some  anxious  moments. 
as  the  boat  was  filling  rapidly,  and 
they  nearly  ran  on  the  rocks  a  sec- 
ond time.  There  were  three  inches  of 
water  in  the  boat  when  they  landed. 
They  hauled  the  boat  up  as  high  as 
they  could  and  then  inspected  the 
damage.  There  was  a  gaping  hole 
in  the  bow.  and  besides  that,  the  gas 
tank  was  punctured  and  the  mis  all 
gone. 

"Well,  we  are  in  a  fix."  said  Jerry. 
"Our  boat's  wrecked  and  our  u;is 
gone." 

"We're  four  miles  from  home  and 
at  least  two  from  the  Coast  Guard 
station."  put  in  Tom.  'What  shall 
we  do?" 

"I  suggest  we  eat  first,"  said  Bert. 

"It's     half     past     twelve."     He     was 

wearing  his  new  wrist  watch. 

"We'd  better  save  some  of  our 
lunch."  said  Tom  gloomily.  "No  tell- 
Ing   how  long  we'll   be   here." 

"Oh,  our  folks  will  come  for  us 
when   they  miss  us." 

"Yuh.  but  they  won't   miss  us  un- 
til tonight.    We  told  them  we  w< 
going   out    for  all   day." 

"We  can't  hope  to  be  rescued  be- 
fore  tomorrow.    I    gueSS,     Well.   |< 
eat." 

U'er  lunch  the  boys  held  a  coun- 
cil of  war.  The  first  thing  they  de- 
cided u;is  to  hang  their  shirts  in 
trees   in    the   approved    manner   of 
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shipwrecked  sailors  as  a  signal. 
Then  they  explored  the  island.  It 
was  about  three  hundred  yards  long 
and  covered  with  trees.  The  shores 
were  rocky. 

The  afternoon  was  spent  impa- 
tiently waiting.  There  was  not  much 
they  could  do  but  wait.  Since  they 
would  probably  have  to  spend  the 
night  on  the  island  they  spent  part 
of  the  time  preparing  beds  of  a  sort. 

Towards  dark  Tom  suggested  they 
get  wood  for  a  fire.  "A  fire  might  be 
noticed  where  our  shirts  wouldn't," 
he  said. 

Jerry  assented  to  the  proposition, 
but  Bert  said  he  wanted  to  take  an- 
other look  at  the  boat.  Accordingly 
the  boys  set  off  in  different  direc- 
tions. 

Five  minutes  later  Jerry  and  Tom 
emerged  from  the  woods  with  some 
sticks. 

"Listen,"  said  Tom.  "That  sounds 
like  the  engine." 

The  two  boys  dropped  their  wood 
and  ran  down  to  the  boat. 

"Bert,  have  you  got  it  going?" 
they  cried. 

"No,"  said  Bert  laughing  and  hold- 
ing up  the  bailing  can.  "It's  only 
this." 

"Whadda  you  mean,  it's  only  that? 
It  sounded  like  the  engine  running." 

For  answer  Bert  plunged  the  cof- 
fee can  mouth  downwards  into  the 
water  many  times  in  succession.  The 
noise  produced  was  indeed  very  sim- 
ilar to  the  noise  of  the  engine. 

"I  guess  it's  no  use  trying  to  get 
the  boat  going.  We  couldn't  use  it 
anyway  because  of  the  hole.  Did  you 
get  any  wood?" 

"We  got  some,  but  it's  hard  to 
find,"  replied  Jerry.  "Come  on  and 
we'll  get  some  more." 

The  boys  searched  busily  for  some 
time.  They  laid  the  fire  on  the  point 
nearest  the  Coast  Guard  station. 

"Now,  who's  got  some  matches?" 
asked  Tom.  The  boys  looked  at  each 
other  blankly.    No  one  had  any. 

"Well,  what  a  bunch  of  saps  we 
are,"  said  Bert.  "I  guess  we'll  have 
to  eat  supper  and  go  to  bed." 


The  others  agreed  with  him,  so 
they  ate  their  supper,  leaving  some 
food  for  breakfast.  Then  they  went 
to  bed.  Having  no  light,  there  wasn't 
much  use  in  staying  up. 

A  few  hours  later  they  were  awak- 
ened by  the  sound  of  a  boat.  The 
boys  held  a  whispered  conference 
as  to  what  to  do.  Bert  wanted  to  yell 
to  the  boat,  but  Tom  said  that  if  it 
was  their  folks  someone  would  call 
out  to  them.  Besides,  it  might  be 
rum-runners. 

The  boat,  which  seemed  to  be  a 
cabin  cruiser,  had  now  anchored 
some  distance  from  shore  and  some 
men  were  rowing  in.  They  landed 
around  a  bend  in  the  shore  line.  The 
boys  could  see  that  they  had  a  lan- 
tern. The  men  started  carrying 
sacks  from  the  boat  up  on  to  the 
land,  where  one  of  them  appeared  to 
be  hiding  them  away.  The  other  one 
continued  to  carry  the  sacks  up.  Oc- 
casionally the  boys  heard  the  clink 
of  bottles. 

"See,  what  did  I  tell  you?"  said 
Tom.  "They  must  be  rum-runners. 
Who  else  would  be  landing  sacks  on 
an  uninhabited  island  in  the  middle 
of  the  night?" 

The  others  had  nothing  to  say  to 
this.  They  watched  the  men  in  si- 
lence for  a  while.  Then  Bert  had  an 
idea. 

"Listen,  fellows,  why  don't  we 
light  our  fire  from  their  lantern?  I've 
got  it  all  worked  out." 

"Whatcha  going  to  do,  go  up  and 
ask  them  for  a  light?" 

"Look,  if  we  could  get  them  away 
from  the  lantern  one  of  us  could 
sneak  up  and  get  a  light,  don't  you 
think?" 

"Maybe,  but  how  are  you  going  to 
get  ihem  away  from  the  lamp?" 

"Well,  you  know  that  coffee  can 
I  fooled  you  with  this  afternoon?  I 
could  go  down  the  shore  the  other 
side  of  them  and  make  a  noise  like 
a  boat  with  it.  It  might  not  work, 
but  it's  worth  trying." 

The  other  boys  agreed  to  this,  so 
Bert  got  his  coffee  can  and  went 
across   the   island   to   the   shore   on 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


11 


the  other  side  of  the  men.  Tom  and 
Jerry  got  torches  and  got  as  near 
as  they  dared  to  the  place  where 
the  men  were  working.  After  about 
ten  minutes  they  heard  a  faint  noise 
like  a  boat,  which  they  knew  was 
Bert . 

"Sst,  Lefty!"  the  boys  heard  one 
of  the  men  exclaim.  "Come  here  a 
minute." 

The  man  who  was  packing  away 
the  sacks  went  down  to  the  water's 
edge,  leaving  the  lantern  behind. 
This  was  the  boys'  chance.  They 
slipped  out  from  hiding,  lit  their 
torches,  and  went  back  to  their  pile 
of  wood.  They  lit  only  a  small  part 
of  it,  as  they  did  not  want  to  risk 
detection. 

They  heard  the  men  coming  back. 

"Just  the  same,  I  think  there's 
something  fishy  about  it,"  said  one 
of  the  men.  "That  engine  started 
right  out  of  nowherea  and  then 
stopped." 

"Aw,  forget  about  it,"  growled  the 
other.  "We  gotta  get  this  load  all 
transferred.   Come  on,  get  to  work." 

The  men  set  to  work  again.  Bert 
returned  in  a  few  mnutes. 

"How'd  it  work?"  he  asked.  "I  see 
you   got    your  fire." 

"It  wenl  off  perfectly.  I  could  have 
sworn  it  was  a  boat  if  I  hadn't 
known  it  was  you.  But  one  of  the 
men  is  suspicious.  I  guess  it's  all 
right,  though.  They're  working 
again." 

For  half  an  hour  the  boys  watched. 
The  rowboat  made  three  trips  to 
the  cruiser.  At  the  end  of  that  time 
t  he  men  left. 

"Well,  we've  got  our  fire  now.  Do 
you  think  they  can  Bee  it  at  the 
Btation?" 

"No,  I  don't.  It  looks  pretty  small, 
and  thai  was  all  the  wood  we  could 
find,  if  we  could  only  gel  something 
to  make  a  big  flare,"  said  Bert 

"I    know     what     we    can    (\(">'."    -\ 

claimed  Tom.    "Use  the  liquor  the 

men  brought  ' " 

"How  do  you  mean,  use  it?" 

"I  mean   we  can  burn   it.    I  was 

reading  in  the  paper  about  Borne  new 

device    by    which    automobiles    can 


burn  bootleg  liquor,  so  it  must  b< 
able  to  burn.  Think  of  the  alcohoi 
in  it!" 

"But  we  haven't  any  right  to  us* 
it." 

"Of  course  we  have:  It's  our  dut\ 
as  good  citizens  to  prevent  law- 
breaking,  isn't  it?  And  if  we  burn 
this  liquor  no  one  can  sell  it  or  drink 
it  or  anything,  can  they?" 

The  other  boys  succumbed  to  this 
argument,  so  they  set  out  to  get  tin 
liquor.  They  found  the  cache  easil\ 
enough  and  carried  several  sack:- 
around  to  their  fire.  Then  they  sus- 
pended the  sacks  over  the  fire  by 
means  of  low  tree  branches.  When 
they  broke  the  bottles  with  rocks  the 
fire  flared  up  in  fine  fashion. 

Fifteen  minutes  later  they  sent  up 
another  flare,  having  in  the  mean- 
while carried  around  some  more 
sacks.  Ten  minutes  later  they  were 
delighted  to  see  a  boat  which  the) 
recognized  as  the  Coast  Guard  cutter 
approaching.  They  made  another 
dart1  to  guide  it. 

The  cutter  anchored  and  a  boat 
put  off  towards  the  beach.  The  boys 
put  out  the  fire  and  rushed  down  ti- 
the boat.  The  Coast  Guards  were  all 
old  friends  of  the  boys,  who  had 
spent  many  happy  hours  at  the  sta- 
tion.    They    told    their    story    to    the 

lieutenant  on  the  cutter  and  again 
to  the  captain  when  they  reached 
the  station. 

"Yes,  we  saw  your  flare,"  said  the 
captain.  "I  guess  it  was  all  righl 
taking  the  liquor.  I  think  these  are 
probably  the  rum-runners  we  have 
been  trying  to  u-'t.  We  couldn't  find 

whe"e   they   were   leavinu   the   stuff.     1 

think  we'll  get   them  now.  thanks 

you  boys." 

One  of  the  Coast  Guards  took  <  hem 
home  in  his  automobile  A  few  days 
later  they  borrowed  a  boat  ami  went 

out  to  salvage  their  boat.  They  fixed 
it  up  and  had  many  <ziint\  times  in  it 
that  summer. 

Tie    I  i   Guards  did  capture  the 

rum-runner^,  as  the  captain  had  pre- 
dicted. The  boys  were  proud  to 

that  they  were  mentioned  in  the 
new  .-paper  a<  count  of  the  captUI 
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ARY  JANE  shook  her  head 
in  bewilderment. 

"Who  is  this  fellow  you're 
so  in  love  with,  Kitty?" 
Kitty?" 

"He's  a  great  celebrity — or  some- 
thing," Kitty  answered  wisely. 

"Yes,  but  why  is  he  a  great  celeb- 
rity?  What  did  he  do?" 

"Oh,  Mary  Jane,  you're  the  orig- 
inal question  box!  How  should  I 
know  what  he  did?  He's  got  stacks 
of  money;  he's  marvelous-looking 
and  awfully  nice.  Connie  seems  to 
think  she's  got  to  marry  him  to  keep 
up  the  family  fortune.  All  of  our 
money  was  used  on  Connie's  coming 
out.  So  Connie  is  going  with  him 
quite  a  lot  now.  He  seems  to  like  her 
better  than  me,  too.  He's  not  so 
nervous  with  her." 

"But  Connie  doesn't  love  him,  and 
you  do." 

"Yes,  but  Connie  doesn't  look  at  it 
in  that  light.  And  I'm  so  hopelessly 
in  love  with  him.  I  can't  compete 
with  Connie;  she  uses  me  just  like  a 
child,  and  she's  so  beautiful.  Her 
reddish  hair  is  lovely." 

"Oh,  do  keep  still  about  Connie's 
hair!  You  know  the  only  reason  it's 
beautiful  is  because  of  the  henna  she 
uses." 

"Let's  not  talk  about  it  any  more. 
I  feel  like  crying  every  time  I  think 
of  her  marrying  William." 

"Here  comes  Miss  Cyr.  She  fin- 
ished Connie's  hair  quickly,  didn't 
she?" 

"Why,  Connie's  playing  tennis. 
She  must  have  forgotten  all  about 
Miss  Cyr!" 

At  these  words  an  over-fat  woman 
came  onto  the  porch,  fairly  shaking 
wfth  indignaton. 

"Miss  Aldridge,  you  can  tell  your 
sister  that  I've  too  much  to  do  to 
wait  all  day  for  her!" 


Grabbing  her  hat  she  bounced 
away. 

Kitty  turned  quickly. 
"Listen,  Mary  Jane,  I  finally  in- 
duced William  to  take  me  for  a  ride, 
although  he  did  a  lot  of  stuttering 
before  he  asked  me.  I'm  to  meet  him 
at  five  o'clock.  Believe  it  or  not,  Wil- 
liam is  going  to  propose  to  me.  I 
can't  bear  to  see  Connie  grab  him." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  about 
it?" 

"Hurry  up,  and  stop  asking  ques- 
tons." 

They  rushed  into  the  house  and 
Kitty  stopped  in  the  bathroom  be- 
fore a  bowl  filled  wih  henna. 

Mary  Jane  was  puzzled. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?" 

"Can't  you  see?  I'm  going  to 
henna  my  hair.  There's  no  reason 
why  I  can't  be  as  attractive  as  Con- 
nie, and  besides,  I'm  desperate.  Per- 
haps if  I  am  beautiful,  William  won't 
act  so  fidgety  when  he's  with  me. 
Now  fix  my  hair." 

Reluctantly,  Mary  Jane  started 
dousing  the  henna  over  the  pale  gold 
hair. 

Finally  she  asked: 

"What  do  you  do  with  it  now?" 

"I  don't  know,  but  I  think  you 
just  let  it  dry  on.  I'll  wrap  a  towel 
around  it  and  lie  down  while  it's 
drying." 

"I  think  I'll  go.  I  don't  want  to  be 
around  here  when  Connie  finds  this 
out!" 

Kitty's  brow  darkened. 

"I  don't  blame  you!  She  uses  me 
like  a  child.   But  I'll  show  her  yet!" 

"Well,  toodle-oo,  and  call  me  up 
if  you  succeed!" 

"Don't  you  worry.  If  I  don't,  Con- 
nie won't  get  him!" 

Kitty  gave  herself  a  glance  in  the 
mirror,  and  disappeared  into  the 
bedroom. 
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Kitty  emerged  an  hour  later,  a 
look  of  expectancy  on  her  face.  She 
hastened  to  the  mirror  above  the 
washstand  and  unwrapped  the  towel 
as  she  ran.  Immediately,  the  look  of 
expectancy  turned  to  one  of  intense 
horror.  Her  pale  gold  hair  was  a 
brilliant,  flaming  red!  She  felt  that 
she  could  never  save  William  from 
Connie  with  dyed  hair.  She  laughed 
hysterically  as  she  thought  of  Wil- 
liam, so  correct,  with  a  wife  whose 
hair  was  a  fiery  red! 

Soon  the  hysterical  laughing  sub- 
sided, and  she  clenched  her  hands  in 
determination. 

"I  will,"  she  muttered. 

She  glanced  at  her  watch. 

Nearly  five  o'clock! 

Ten  minutes  later  she  came  out  of 
the  house. 

Leaning  on  the  railing  of  the 
porch,  a  man  stood  laughing  at  some 
remark  made  by  Connie,  who  sat  in 
the  hammock.  As  Kitty  came  out, 
he  looked  up  quickly,  and  with  a 
"C'mon"  for  Kitty,  and  a  "G'by"  for 
Connie,  rushed  to  his  car. 

A  languid  voice  came  from  the 
hammock. 

"Well,  look  at  sophistication  in 
person!  Where's  all  the  golden  hair, 
darling?  Aren't  you  a  little  young 
to  tuck  all  your  curls  under  your 
hat?" 

Kitty  turned  toward  her  fiercely. 
"Keep  still,  Connie!" 


She  swept  off  the  porch  toward 
the  waiting  car. 

Returning  an  hour  later,  they  met 
Connie  in  the  driveway;  Kitty's  face 
was  radiant  and  her  hat  off,  showing 
a  brilliant  head  of  fiery  red  hair. 

Connie  started. 

"Kitty,  what  have  you  done  to 
your  hair?" 

"I  henna'ed  it;  only  the  henna 
worked  too  much,"  Kitty  smiled. 

"I  shouldn't  think  you'd  smile 
about  it!" 

"Oh,"  answered  Kitty,  "I'm  not; 
I  feel  terribly  about  the  hair  only — " 

"Yes,"  laughed  a  masculine  voice 
behind  her,  "she  felt  so  badly  I  had 
to  propose  to  her  to  keep  her  from 
crying." 

"Don't  be  silly!  Be  married?"  cried 
Connie;  "she  can't  be!  She's  only 
a  !" 

"Yes,  married!  She  isn't  a  child! 
You  see,  I've  always  loved  Kitty,  but 
she  seemed  so  formal,  I  just  couldn't 
get  to  the  real  Kitty  under  the  stiff- 
ness. I  don't  suppose  the  hair  really 
was  the  cause  of  my  proposing,  be- 
cause it  simply  had  to  happen,  but 
Kitty  forgot  to  be  formal  when  she 
showed  me  her  hair,  and  I  had  cour- 
age to  ask  her,  red  hair  or  not!" 

"My  goodness,  I  didn't  know  you 
two  cared.  If  I  had,  I  wouldn't  have 
dreamed  of  butting  in;  but — well, 
congratulations!"  Connie  turned 
toward  the  house,  leaving  Kitty  smil- 
ing happily  at  William. 


[The  Oolden-Rod  Staff  is  indebted  to  Mrs.  Perley  Barbour,  Donald  MaeKay.  and  Lowell 
Ames  Norris,  For  their  interest  and  co-operation  in  judging  the  short  .-tones  submitted  for 
this  contest.  | 


OPINIONS 


We  wish  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  thank  the  students  for  their 
hearty  co-operation  in  keeping  the 
corridors,  study  hall,  and  cafeteria 
quiet.  Considering  the  crowded  con- 
ditions, the  pupils  most  certainly 
have  done  a  wonderful  piece  of  work 
along  these  lines.  Keep  up  the  good 
work. 


WHENCE  AND  WHITHER? 

Who  and  what  and  when  and 
where  and  why — the  five  W's  of 
Journalism — in  the  proper  order  the 
nucleus  of  all  news;  we  offer  them 
K»  you.  Who?— "The  Golden-Rod," 
belonging  to  all  Quincy  High.  What? 
— a  collection  of  news  and  creative 
snatches.  When? — now,  and  every 
quarter  henceforth  as  long  as  it  has 
your  support.  Where? — here,  to  be 
read  and  discussed,  to  receive  contri- 
butions; home,  to  be  admired.  Why? 
— because  your  minds  and  pens  are 
never  idle.  Arrange  the  five  W's  so 
that  they  mean  interest  and  co-oper- 
ation from  you,  and  you  have  "The 
Golden-Rod." 

Carol  Barrie,  J.  '32 


FOOTBALL 

We  admit  that  our  football  record 
this  year  is  not  an  outstanding  ac- 
count of  well-won  victories.  This 
fact  has  caused  a  great  deal  of  criti- 
cism, most  of  it  being  rather  unjust. 
If  you  delve  to  the  bottom  of  the  sit- 
uation, you  will  find  that  the  fault  is 
not  with  the  coach  or  with  the  squad. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  blame  rests 
with  the  student  body  itself.  To  be 
sure,  not  every  one  can  be  expected 
to  go  out  for  football,  but  in  a  school 
as  large  as  this,  it  seems  that  more 
boys  could  be  on  the  field.  If  you 
can't  play  on  the  team,  you  can  at 


least  give  it  your  support,  and  try 
to  do  your  part  in  improving  it,  in- 
stead of  continually  knocking  it. 

Think  twice  before  you  make  a 
derogatory  remark  about  the  team. 
After  all,  it  only  reflects  on  yourself, 
because  you  are  the  only  ones  who 
can  show  this  city  a  good  Quincy 
High  School  football  team.  Once  we 
get  our  best  material  on  the  field, 
Jimmie  LeCain  will  show  us  a  team 
of  which  we  may  be  proud. 


LEAGUE    OF    NATIONS 

I  am  sorry  that  the  United  States 
balks  at  entering  the  League  of  Na- 
tions. To  believe  that  all  the  Euro- 
pean nations  are  conspiring  against 
us  displays  a  form  of  egotism  that 
we  of  the  United  States  have  only 
recently  cultivated.  Our  country  is 
not  envied  nearly  as  much  as  its 
press  agents  would  have  us  believe. 
Nor  are  other  nations  the  jealous 
little  hypocrites  that  they  are  de- 
picted in  cartoons,  gloatingly  wait- 
ing to  trap  poor  old  Uncle  Sam  in 
their  diplomatic  webs.  On  the  con- 
trary, they  are  working  toward 
world  peace,  and  Sam,  with  the 
smirking  "wised  upv'  attitude  of  a 
hick  who  has  been  told  to  "watch 
out  for  them  city  fellers,"  is  present- 
ing the  greatest  obstacle  to  their 
goal. 

Herbert  Morris,  J.  '32 


RADIO    WAR? 

I  think  it's  a  shame  that  radio 
continues  to  torture  the  air  with  the 
same  antiquated  programs  night 
after  night.  The  infernal  "are  ya 
list'nin',  h-m?"  after  which  the 
speaker  introduces  the  singer,  who 
invariably  will  sing  "Good  Night, 
Sweetheart,"  or  "Heigh  ho,  Every- 
body,"   and    the    would-be    crooner 
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proceeds  to  sing  through  his  nose. 
Then  that  stupid  remark,  "Consider 
your  Adam's  Apple," — as  if  he  really 
believed  people  would  seriously 
meditate  upon  their  Adam's  Apple. 
These  are  only  a  few  of  the  tilings 
we  hear  continually.  Some  say  the 
next  battle  will  be  waged  over  the 
ether  waves  rather  than  those  of  the 
Atlantic,  and  the  headlines  will  read 
"Millions  Bored  to  Death!" 

Francis  Howiey,  J.  '32 


are  expensive,  so  we  are  Limited  in 
the  number  we  can  use.  You  under- 
stand that  you  cannot  improve  "'Tin' 
Golden-Rod"  by  incessant  destruc- 
tive criticisms,  so  build  it  up  with 
constructive  work. 

*      *      * 

After  all  its  solicitations  for  trade 
from  High  School  students,  the 
('handier  of  Commerce  has  made  an 
agreement  with  Quincy  merchants 
whereby  they  shall  not  advertise 
with  us. 


^-— -£  II AT  havoc  and  desolation 
^■%  you,  the  students,  spread 
III  when  you  heedlessly  de- 
V^X  stroy  without  trying  to  re- 
build. From  l'300  students  we 
receive  a  surprisingly  small  number 
of  contributions,  and  a  very  large 
number  of  destructive  criticisms. 
The  two  are  far  out  of  proportion! 
The  work  of  compiling  the  magazine 
means  hours  and  hours  of  time  ex- 
pended in  an  effort  to  get  enough 
worthwhile  material  and  in  putting 
the  completed  manuscripts  into 
suitable  condition  for  the  printer. 
Yet  the  editors  would  do  this  work 
with  a  greal  deal  of  pleasure  if. 
every  time  "The  Golden  Rod"  was 
scheduled  to  appear,  suitable  mate- 
rial was  presented  to  them  by  the 
pupils. 

Then,  among  these  two  thousand 
students,  to  whom  the  publication 
belongs,  and  of  whom  it  is  one  of 
the  most  eloquent  representatives, 
an  average  of  only  L600  copies  are 

sold.    This  must  signify  that  there  is 

something  in   the  magazine  which 

has  the  students'  disapproval.  If  the 
stories  do  not  appeal  to  you.  write 
one;   it  tin1  jokes  don't,  scout  around 

and  rout  out  some;  if  the  exchange, 
news  or  sports  ;ire  not  interesting, 
offer  suggestions  for  improvement; 

if   the   cover   doesn't    suit    you,   draw 

one  or  have  some  one  draw  one  for 

you,     but      try     to     understand     our 

underlying  problems.   We  publish  as 

many   pictures   as   we  can.   but    they 


Were  some  of  you  lovers  a  bit  dis- 
concerted when  you  were  confronted 

with  having  to  state  the  subject  you 
wished  to  study  in  the  library? 

*  *       * 

It's  a  hum  wait  from  the  time  we 
run  out  of  paper  until  the  next 
blocks  are  issued. 

*  *      * 

Why  try  to  stop  talking  between 

periods? 

*  *     * 

And  why  couldn't   we  get   drinks 

at  the  fountains  those  extremely  hot 
days? 

*  *      * 

Queer,  that    long  line  in  front   <>t" 

_  l  .">  bet  ween  periods! 

*  *     * 

Some  day  we  will  probably  find 
the  rooms  laid  out  double-decker 
Btyle  to  accommodate  our  surplus 
pupils. 

*  *       * 

And  is  OUT  new  time  schedule  only 

.i  Btep  towards  even  longer  hours" 

*  *     * 

\  year  book  for  the  graduating 
class  is  looked  on  with  favor,   it  will 

ultimately     come,     especially     since 

February  classes  will  soon  be  elimi- 
nated.  Eventually     why  not  now 

*     * 

The  weekly  newspaper,  the  Quim 
1 1 mh    News,    tuts    again    appeared. 

Let's  get    In   bach   of  it.  and  put   it 

,<\  er 


A  HOBO  FOR  A  SUMMER 

by  Charles  Berman 

[Editor's  Note:   This  is  the  true  account  of  the  experiences  encountered  by  one  of  the 
Quincy  High  Seniors  on  his  trip  across  the  country  this  past  summer.] 


*■ g"  ULY    seventh    I    left    home 

^  1  with  two  shirts,  an  extra 
m  Ms  pair  of  sox,  a  toothbrush, 
^— ^  and  a  shaving  outfit,  all 
wrapped  up  in  a  horse  blanket.  In 
cash,  I  had  three  dollars,  which  I  ex- 
pected would  carry  me  across  the 
country.  I  had  arranged  to  meet 
Mack  Turock,  J'28,  Q.  H.  S.  graduate, 
in  Wichita,  Kansas,  in  ten  days.  We 
took  different  routes,  Mack  going  by 
way  of  New  York  and  Indianapolis, 
and  I  by  Buffalo  and  Chicago. 

The  third  day  found  me  leaving 
Syracuse,  having  spent  the  first 
night  in  the  back  of  an  auto  in  a 
dump,  and  the  second  in  a  rocking 
chair  of  a  tourist  camp.  The  slow 
time  was  due  to  tough  breaks  in 
pick-ups.  That  afternoon  in  Geneva, 
the  heart  of  New  York's  beautiful 
Finger  Lake  district,  I  was  picked  up 
by  a  man  who  took  me  clear  to  Chi- 
cago, and  paid  for  all  my  meals. 

I  arrived  in  Chicago  the  afternoon 
of  the  fifth  day.  Leaving  there  two 
hours  later  I  made  Decatur,  Illinois. 
That  night  I  slept  in  a  hay  field. 

The  next  day,  after  walking  twen- 
ty-two miles,  one  smart  Alec  riding 
by  asked  if  I  were  tired  of  walking. 
I  answered:  "And  how!"  Whereupon 
he  hollered  back:  "Then  try  run- 
ning." Fortunately  for  his  rear  win- 
dow, the  soil  in  that  district  is  quite 
free  from  boulders.  Later  that  day, 
however,  a  young  fellow  took  me  to 
St.  Louis,  where  I  slept  in  the  park. 
Meeting  a  typical  tramp  in  the  post- 
office,  I  was  persuaded  to  hop  a 
freight  for  Kansas  City,  as  "pick- 
ups" in  Missouri  are  rare.  That  day 
we  "mooched"  (hobo's  word  for  beg- 
ging eats)  from  several  bakeries  and 
hung  around  the  freight  yards  all 
day,  waiting  for  the  "K.  C.  Express." 
That  night  we  hopped  the  tank  car 


of  a  "hotshot"  (a  through  freight 
train  which  stops  only  at  divisions). 
When  it  stopped  somewhere  in  the 
wilderness,  we  got  off  in  search  of  a 
gondola  (open  car)  or  box  car,  but 
before  we  had  a  chance  to  find  either 
one,  the  train  started  to  move  and 
we  scrambled  on  the  very  top  of  a 
freight  car.  Lying  face  down  we  rode 
the  "tops"  of  the  car  until  Jefferson 
City,  where  we  found  a  "gondola," 
which  had  fifteen  bums  in  it.  In  the 
morning  we  hopped  off  at  the  Kan- 
sas City  freight  yards.  My  face  and 
hair  were  covered  with  dirt,  soot 
and  cinders,  and  I  looked  like  Al  Jol- 
son  doing  a  "mammy."  After  wash- 
ing and  then  "mooching"  something 
to  eat,  I  parted  with  my  tramp  friend 
and  decided  to  take  a  train  to  Wich- 
ita. I  caught  a  freight  out  that  same 
morning,  and  after  a  long,  tedious 
ride,  reached  Harrington,  90  miles 
away,  where  I  had  to  change  trains 
for  Wichita.  After  buying  myself  a 
meal  at  Harrington,  I  hopped  a 
freight  late  that  night.  I  rode  the 
"tops"  and  fell  asleep  while  riding, 
in  the  morning  I  found  myself  in  the 
freight  yards  of  Wichita.  There  I 
bought  a  large  meal,  and  after  post- 
ing a  card  care  of  General  Delivery 
for  my  friend  Mack,  instructing  him 
where  and  how  to  meet  me,  I  spent 
my  last  seven  cents  on  a  street  car, 
which  took  me  to  the  city  limits. 
From  there  I  hitched  a  ride  to  Eldo- 
rado, thirty-seven  miles  away,  where 
T  have  relatives.  After  staying  there 
two  days,  I  left  for  Wichita,  where  I 
met  Mack.  It  was  my  tenth  day  out  of 
Boston.  Mack  told  me  of  the  follow- 
ing experience  which  he  had  had  in 
Wichita. 

He  had  tramped  into  town  Wed- 
nesday evening  and  had  been  halted 
by  an  officer,  and  his  credentials  ex- 
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amined.  Mack  told  the  officer  that 
he  was  expecting  word  from  me  at 
the  postoffiee.  He  carried  a  blanket 
in  his  pack  and  had  slept  in  the  open 
on  most  of  his  hike  West,  but  was 
informed  by  the  officer  that  the  only 
free  place  to  sleep  in  Wichita  was  at 
the  police  station.  The  postoffiee  was 
closed  and  Mack  decided  to  take  ad-  ' 
vantage  of  the  officer's  rather  en 
forced  invitation.  He  had  spent  a 
night  in  the  jail  at  SJteubenville, 
Ohio,  on  his  way,  and  had  been  ac- 
corded pleasant  courtesy. 

Walking1  into  the  station  about  10 
o'clock,  he  was  searched,  all  his  pos- 
sessions taken  from  him  except  his 
blanket,  and  he  was  turned  in  with 
about  twenty  other  men,  ranging 
from  vagrants  to  criminals.  Their 
talk  of  being  shot  by  "bulls"  and 
"killing  bulls"  soon  drove  all 
thoughts  of  sleep  from  Mack's  mind. 
He  said  that  his  blanket,  the  only 
clean  one  in  jail,  was  taken  from 
him  and  occupied  by  the  kangaroo 
com",.  Throughout  the  night  Mack 
walked  up  and  down  amid  a  con- 
stant uproar,  as  new  prisoners  were 
added.  Huge  rats  scurried  back  and 
forth  across  the  floor.    The  stench 

of  nearby  sewers  and  clogged  plumb- 
ing filled  the  cells.  A  constant  up- 
roar, made  sleep  impossible,  even  if 
lie  could  have  found  a  place  to 
stretch  out. 

Macs  was  lined  up  with  the  others 
at  1  1  P.  M..  at  the  night  "show  up." 
under  the  glare  of  bright  lights. 
while  policemen  studied  each  pris- 
oner for  future  reference.  About  •; 
A.M.  .Mack  gained  the  attention  of 
the  turnkey  and  pleaded  to  he  re- 
leased; hut  the  officer  only  laughed, 
saying:  "You'll  get  out  after  a 
while."  About  9:80  \.  M.  he  thought 
his  release  was  at  hand,  hut  again  he 
was  disappointed  to  find  he  was 
being  taken  mil  only  to  be  finger- 
printed, weighed,  and  his  measure- 
ments taken.  Again  he  pleaded  to  he 
released,  hut  was  ordered  hack  to  his 
cell,  and  visions  arose  of  spending 
months   behind    the   bare.      Shortly 


after  10  A.  M.  he  was  given  his  pos- 
sessions and  told  he  was  free  to  go, 
hut  Muck  demanded  that  he  be  taken 
to  the  officer  in  charge.  He  was 
ushered  into  the  presence  of  the 
Poli-"'  Captain  in  the  midst  of  the 
"vag"  court.  Mack  attempted  to 
describe  the  unsanitary  conditions 
of  the  jail,  the  Captain  said  that  was 
only  his  imagination,  and  when 
Mack  said  that  the  breakfast  was  re- 
volting, the  officer  told  him  it  was 
good  enough  for  vags  and  criminals. 
Freed  from  jail.  Mack  joined  me. 
After  relating  this  incident  to  me.  we 
went  to  the  home  of  some  friends. 


Before     reaching     there     we     were 
stopped  by  another  officer,  but  we 
plained  ourselves  satisfactorily. 

We  stayed  at  my  friend's  house  for 
five  days,  during  which  time  we 
worked  two  days  and  mad''  $4.00 
apiece  poor  pay  for  the  labor  and 
time  we  spent,  but  "beggars  can't  be 

Choosers."  We  also  went  up  to  the 
ofliee  of  the  local  newspaper  and 
told  them  what  had  happened  to 
Mark.  They  put  the  Btory  and  our 
pictures  in  the  paper,  and  sharply 
criticised  the  police  for  their  action. 
July  twenty-first  we  left  Wichita 
together  and  got  a  ride  to  Oklahoma 
City  vitli  a  friend.  We  hiked  out 
El  Reno,  Oklahoma.  :'.<»  mil-  I  of 

Oklahoma   City,  where  we  hopped  a 
frieght  about  midnight   There  w< 
about    eighty-five    hoboes    on    the 
train.     After    riding    all    night,    we 
found  ourselves  it  .  Oklahoma. 
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Pulling  out  of  there,  we  met  several 
nice  men  traveling  as  hoboes  be- 
cause they  could  not  find  any  work. 
Some  said  they  had  been  fairly  well 
off.  We  joked  a  good  deal  and  had  a 
good  time  of  it.  The  freight  took  us 
into  Amarillo,  Texas,  just  before 
nightfall.  There  we  found  it  very 
difficult  to  "mooch,"  and  after  trying 
most  of  the  cafes  we  had  to  buy 
something  with  our  fast  depleting 
stock  of  money. 

Right  after  entering  Texas  the 
general  topography  of  the  land 
changed.  The  soil  became  sandy  and 
signs  of  erosion  were  quite  marked. 
But  suddenly  we  entered  huge  graz- 
ing lands  and  grain  fields.  The  soil 
was  fertile  and  the  land  was  per- 
fectly level  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
see.  We  found  racial  distinction 
quite  marked  in  this  section. 

We  walked  over  to  the  Santa  Fe 
lines  and  slept  all  night  in  a  box  car. 
The  next  day  we  were  awakened 
early,  and  in  a  hurry  jumped  on  the 
wrong  freight.  This  left  several  of 
us  stranded  at  Canyon,  Texas.  Then 
I  got  my  first  lesson  on  how  a  hobo 
exists.  A  couple  of  the  boys 
"mooched"  around  the  town  and  ob- 
tained some  ham,  crackers,  sardines, 
canned  beans  and  coffee,  too.  A  little 
fire  was  made,  and  the  coffee,  put 
into  a  can  of  water,  was  placed  over 
it.  The  hot  coffee  was  then  drunk 
from  smaller  cans.  We  ate  all  the 
food,  but  the  coffee  had  a  tinny  taste. 
The  whole  group  then  walked  out 
about  four  miles  to  a  grade,  in  order 
to  catch  a  freight.  On  the  way  one  of 
the  boys  killed  a  young  turkey  with 
a  well-directed  stone.  Another  of 
the  boys,  who  was  a  butcher,  skinned 
it  and  cooked  it  in  a  tin  can.  The 
rest  of  us  ate  and  also  drank  the 
soup.  One  of  the  number,  "Texas," 
was  a  barber,  and  gave  each  of  us 
a  shave.  There  was  only  one  "bum" 
in  the  group;  the  rest  were  unem- 
ployed men  who  had  to  keep  going 
and  so  rode  the  freights.  The 
freights  did  not  come  until  late  aft- 


ernoon, and  we  passed  the  time  in 
playing  cards,  etc.  We  finally  hopped 
the  freight  on  the  grade  and  reached 
Clovis,  New  Mexico,  before  morning. 
We  got  something  to  eat  and  caught 
a  freight  going  out.  It  turned  out  to 
be  a  "drag"  (train  that  stops  at 
every  little  town  and  switches  cars), 
and  at  the  next  station  we  were  or- 
dered off.  But  we  stuck  it  out,  and, 
after  a  dirty  ride,  reached  Vaughn. 
We  "mooched"  some  food  from 
houses.  The  country  was  given  al- 
most entirely  to  cattle  and  sheep 
ranches.  We  got  out  that  same  eve- 
ning on  a  "hot  shot." 

Waking  up  early,  with  bones  ach- 
ing from  the  ride,  we  found  our- 
s<  Ives  in  the  real  mountains  of  the 
West.  It  was  a  beautiful  spectacle 
all  the  way  to  Belen,  New  Mexico. 
Here  we  were  foolish  enough  to  stay 
on  the  |rain,  and  so  we  got  nothing 
to  eat  or  drink.  By  noon  we  felt  the 
need  of  water  badly,  and  before  we 
reached  Gallup  the  pangs  were  acute. 
My  lips  were  puffed  up  and  cracked 
and  I  was  nearly  senseless  for  a 
while. 

Gallup,  New  Mexico,  reminded  us 
more  of  the  old  romantic  West,  with 
bow-legged  Mexicans  and  Indians 
walking  the  streets.  The  water  there 
was  warm  and  insufficient.  It  was 
here  in  Gallup  that  Mack  and  I  de- 
cided to  sleep  over  and  try  the  high- 
way. 

The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  we 
were  afraid  that  it  would  be  difficult 
to  get  rides.  Mack  and  I  separated. 
While  I  was  walking  out  of  town  a 
Michigan  car  stopped  for  Mack  and 
later  picked  me  up.  After  deciding 
we  were  good,  the  man  told  us  he 
would  take  us  to  Los  Angeles,  a  dis- 
tance of  750  miles.  We  went  to  sleep 
early  at  Winslow,  Arizona,  and  I  got 
a  good  night's  rest  in  bed.  The  man 
from  Michigan  treated  us  well  and 
although  he  did  not  have  much 
money,  he  helped  us  with  food  to  a 
limited  degree. 
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The  scenery  was  impressive!  The 
painted  desert  is  unique.  To  think 
that  miles  and  miles  of  rocky,  barren 
waste  could  be  made  beautiful  by  the 
colorful  touch  of  a  giant  painter!  We 
had  some  rain  and  the  weather  was 
cool.  Mack  and  I  did  all  the  driving 
now.  Shortly  before  we  reached 
Flagstaff  until  we  had  passed  Wil- 
liams, Arizona,  the  scenery  was 
totally  different  from  what  I  had  ex- 
pected. There  was  an  abundance  of 
trees  and  water  and  there  were  sev- 
eral high  mountain  ranges.  Then  we 
entered  desert  land  and  it  grew  hot. 
The  rocks  were  charred  black  be- 
cause of  the  heat,  and  were  untouch- 
able. The  water  at  the  gasoline 
stations  was  quite  warm.  What  a 
future  for  power  if  only  the  sun's 
rays  could  be  harnessed  and  put  to 
work!  But  if  we  thought  it  was  hot 
there,  we  were  astonished  at  the  tre- 
mendous heat  in  Western  Arizona, 
through  to  Needles,  California.  The 
hot  air  burned  my  faee  and  ear 
drums.  It  was  like  the  breath  of  an 
open  furnace,  or  like  the  heated 
waves  from  the  mouth  of  a  mythical 
dragon.  The  valleys  between  the 
mountains  were  burned  to  a  crisp. 
The  rocks  seemed  to  have  run  over 
and  melted.  Not  a  living  thing 
Stirred  for  miles  around.  The  moun- 
tains inspired  me  with  a  Ceeling  of 
awe.  Barren,  desolate,  scorched  in 
appearance,  they  nevertheless  Im- 
pressed me  with  their  majestic 
dignity.  Noble,  firm,  everlasting 
guardians  of  a  perpetual  wilderness, 
they  would  never  be  minted  by 
human  hands.  Here  was  nature  at 
its  wildest. 

Needles,  California,  was  compara- 
tively cool.  It  wns  only  1  o  1  In  the 
shade.  We  rode  most  of  the  night 
through  the  Mojave  Desert  bo  we 
wouul  escape  the  heat,  and  succeeded 
in  doing  so.  We  slept  out  till  morn- 
ing at  the  edge  of  the  desert  The 
night  temperature  is  generally  oi 
i  no  degrees. 

On  the  morning  of  July  twenty- 
eight    we   drove   Into   Los    Angeles, 


passing  through  many  fruit  groves. 
We  left  our  friend  from  Michigan  at 
the  City  Hall,  where  we  washed  and 
shaved.  At  the  postoffice  I  received 
a  letter,  containing  money,  from 
home.  We  stayed  at  a  mission  for 
three  days,  during  which  time  we 
looked  over  the  town.  We  left  our 
blankets  at  the  home  of  a  friend  of 
Mack's  in  Los  Angeles,  and  went  to 
Long  Beach,  California,  where  we 
spent  most  of  the  day  swimming, 
and  then  started  for  .Mexico. 

On  August  1st  we  arrived  in  Mex- 
ico before  twelve,  and  after  spending 
almost  six  dollars,  we  left.  We 
stayed  in  San  Diego  the  rest  of  the 
day  and  slept  in  Balboa  Park  at 
night.  The  next  day  we  saw  some- 
thing of  the  town,  and  conversed 
with  a  man  who.  ascertaining  that 
we  were  not  bums,  gave  us  a  dollar, 
voluntarily.  He  was  evidently 
wealthy  and  had  plenty  to  spare.  We 
swept  i  he  front  of  the  V.  M.  C.  A.  and 
got   a   place  in  the  gym  to  Bleep. 

Tiie  next  morning  we  took  a 
Shower  and  a  swim  in  the  pool,  and 
started  oUt  to  hitch  rides,  which  we 
found  very  difficult.  After  a  slow 
ride  in  an  old  Ford  truck  we  reached 
Los  Angeles  at  :.  P.  m.  At  the 
V.  M.  ('.  A.  we  got  a  fie,,  bed.  In  the 
morning  we  went  to  a  place  where 

they  served  free  hot  cakes  and  COfl 
We  had-  to  pass  through  a  gospel 
meeting  first.  When  we  left  we  found 
ourselves  in  the  employment  district 
There  were  hundreds  of  men  loiter- 
Ing  around  the  employment  agencies 
waiting  for  work.  We  went  to  Holly- 
wood in  the  afternoon  and  si\\  Zasu 
Pitts.  Owen  Lee,  .lack  Oakie.  and  a 
tew  others  less  known.  They  all 
look-  1  better  off  tin  n. 

On  the  way  hack  we  got  a  ride 
with  a  man  who  said  he  was  ^I'inu'in 
San  Prancisco  the  next  day  and 
ottered  to  take  me  along.  Mack  In- 
tended to  go  hack  home  by  the  way 
^\'  Southern  Arizona,  and  New  M 
i'  o,  bo  we  arranged  to  meet  in 
Wichita  again. 

•  'n     VugUSt   fifth   I  left   LOS    \t 
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at  1  o'clock  in  the  morning,  getting 
to  Hollywood  about  3  o'clock.  While 
waiting  for  the  man  who  promised 
to  take  me  to  San  Francisco,  I  was 
accosted  by  two  policemen  in  a 
police  radio  car.  They  told  me  that 
I  would  have  to  leave  town,  which  I 
reluctantly  did.  1  got  a  70-mile  ride 
to  Ventura,  then  a  145-mile  ride  with 
a  woman,  who  bought  me  a  couple  of 
meals  and  gave  me  a  dollar,  which  I 
was  glad  to  take,  as  I  had  only 
twenty  cents.  I  drove  the  car  for  her. 

The  following  day,  after  getting 
many  rides,  I  arrived  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. After  two  hours  of  looking 
the  town  over,  I  got  a  ride  to  Niles, 
twenty-four  miles  away,  where  I 
took  freights  to  Reno,  Nevada.  On 
the  way  I  passed  through  thirty-two 
tunnels,  one  of  which  was  three 
miles  long.  I  arrived  in  Reno  early 
one  morning,  and  after  washing  and 
shaving,  looked  around  town  and 
went  into  several  gambling  houses. 

Most  of  Nevada  is  barren  and  des- 
olate, with  much  sagebrush  and 
desert.  I  saw  the  beautiful  Great 
Salt  Lake  (five  gallons  of  water  con- 
tain one  pound  of  salt).  After  a  hard 
trip  1  arrived  in  Ogden,  Utah,  on 
August  10th,  where  I  "mooched" 
around  town  and  got  two  dozen 
doughnuts.  Then  I  hit  the  highway 
to  Salt  Lake  City,  where  I  remained 


all  day.  At  9:45  P.M.  five  of  us 
hopped  a  passenger  train  which  was 
going  to  Pueblo,  Colorado.  We  rode 
the  blinds  all  night  and  almost  froze 
to  death.  It  was  desperately  cold 
with  the  train  roaring  along  at  fifty- 
five  miles  an  hour.  In  the  junction 
I  hopped  off,  as  it  is  too  great  a  risk 
to  ride  a  passenger  during  the  day- 
time. 

On  August  11th  I  hopped  a  freight 
going  to  Pueblo.  The  freight  fol- 
lowed the  beautiful  Royal  Gorge  cut 
right  through  the  Rocky  Mountains. 
We  passed  over  Tennessee  Pass, 
10,200  feet  high.  I  slept  in  a  box  car 
in  the  freight  yards  of  Pueblo  and 
got  my  first  real  sleep  in  many  days. 

The  next  day  I  sawed  wood  for 
i  \\o  minutes  and  was  fed  some  beans 
and  coffee  by  the  Salvation  Army, 
after  which  I  went  swimming  in  a 
creek   ("crik"  in  the  West). 

I  got  a  "hot  shot"  out  of  Pueblo 
early  that  evening  and  arrived  in 
Wichita  the  next  morning.  I  waited 
one  week  for  Mack,  and  August  20th 
we  left  together  for  home.  It  took 
us  five  days  to  Quincy.  We  went  by 
way  of  Des  Moines,  Iowa,  Fort 
Wayne,  Indiana,  and  New  York  City. 
This  completed  our  trip  across  the 
country  and  we  were  very  much  im- 
pressed that  America  is  certainly 
worth  seeing  first. 


DESERTED  HOUSE 


Once,   old    house,   you  knew    the    sound    of    happy  laughter, 

Knew  the  stumbling  of  weak  little  feet, 
The  joys  and  sorrows  of  a  family, 

Lif'\  death,  the  hitter  and  the  sweet. 

Your  spacious  yard  once  bloomed  with  lovely  flowers, 
Your  rafters   sans  with   children's  joyous    mirth. 

The    ever-changing    streams    of   life   flowed  through  you, 
You  were  a  home,  a  heaven  here  on  earth. 


Now  stand  you  there  alone,  bare  and  deserted, 

Your  yard   with   vilest    weeds   is  all   o'er  grown. 
Your    windows    bare   like    hollow    eyes    are     staring, 

Your  life  has  fled — you  are  no  longer  home. 

Cecilia  Gurhey 
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ATTENTION! 

An  Interview  with  Phil  Cook 

by  Lawrence  Reid  and  Donald  Sipple 


Perhaps  the  man  with  the  army  of 
voices  was  more  willing  to  grant  an 
interview  than  we  had  expected,  be- 
cause, back  in  East  Orange,  he  was 
once  an  editor  on  his  own  school 
paper.  He  ran  a  column  called 
"Whimsical  Whims,"  for  which  he 
collected  and  illustrated  humorous 
material.  It  is  a  coincidence  that  he 
held  a  position  similar  to  those  now 
held  by  us  boys  who  interviewed 
him. 

We  caught  him  just  as  he  was 
leaving  the  stage  from  a  perform- 
ance at  the  Met,  and  followed  him 
into  his  dressing-room.  He  re- 
marked that  it  would  be  wise  to 
leave  the  door  open  because  it  was 
so  warm,  but  suddenly  pushed  it 
shut,  saying  that  it  would  be  better 
that  way  while  he  changed  his  pants. 
And  he  did  most  of  his  talking  in  his 
B.  V.  D.'s. 

His  full  name  is  Philip  DeWitt 
Cook,  but  he  said  it  was  "nothing  to 
brag  about."  He  confessed  to  being 
married  for  fifteen  years,  and  rather 


proudly  informed  us  that  he  has  a 
daughter  twenty-two  months  old.  He 
spends  six  hours  a  day  composing 
his  programs,  and  has  never  broad- 
cast anything  in  his  nine-year  radio 
career  that  he  did  not  write  himself. 
His  face  was  flushed,  even  under 
his  make-up,  and  he  talked  with  ap- 
parent effort.  Nevertheless,  he  dem- 
onstrated some  of  his  voices,  but 
never,  he  said,  has  he  been  able  to 
explain,  even  to  his  own  satisfac- 
tion, just  how  he  accomplishes  those 
extremely  complicated  acrobatics 
with  his  voice  box.  (Incidentally,  he 
offered  us  a  Lucky.)  Although  he  is 
under  a  constant  strain  from  his 
very  difficult  work,  he  enjoys  it.  His 
stage  performances  never  grow 
monotonous,  because  he  likes  to  ob- 
serve the  various  reactions  of  his 
audiences. 

When  we  asked  him  at  what  hotel 
he  was  staying,  he  sighed,  and  told 
us.  Then  he  hastily  added  that  he 
had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  Every- 
thing is  arranged  for  him,  and  he  is 
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never  consulted.  He  likened  himself 
to  an  animal  in  a  cage.  We  reflect 
that  the  lives  of  the  insignificant  are 
at  least  more  independent  than  those 
of  the  people  whose  every  minute 
belongs  to  their  publics.  During  his 
engagement  in  Boston,  he  had  to  be 
back  on  the  stage  less  than  three 
minutes  after  his  regular  evening 
broadcasts. 

Laughingly,  he  admitted  that  he 
plays  only  about  four  chords  on  his 
tiple.  He  started  in  by  using  a  uku- 
lele, but  now  has  "an  enlarged 
edition."  His  longing  is  to  play  the 
piano. 

His  wife  and  child,  he  says,  are 
quite  the  same  as  other  people,  "not 


like  the  rest  of  the  family — "  Mrs. 
Cook  has  no  part  in  her  husband's 
work.  He  appeared  happy  that  he 
was  returning  home  in  a  few  hours. 
Our  nervousness  at  this  being  our 
first  interview  was  Boon  put  away  by 

his  easy  conversation  and  attractive 
personality.  He  is  quite  tall,  rather 
stocky,  and  his  hair  is  approaching 
grayness. 

We  acquired  a  couple  of  auto- 
graphs, and  he  tacked  an  "Okay. 
Colonel"  onto  each  of  them. 

We  look  hack  with  pleasure  on  our 
interview  with  Phil  Cook,  hut  won- 
der how  the  three  of  us  ever  possibly 
fitted  into  that  dinky  Number  Three 
dressing-room. 


TAKE  IT  FROM  ME 

An  Interview  with  Xeal  O'llara 
by  Jame3  I. aim,  am)  Henry  Little 


S  WE  tried  the  handle  of  the 
door  to  Neal  O'Hara's  office 
in  the  Little  Building,  it 
was  locked,  but  the  scrap- 
ing of  a  chair  announced  that  some- 
one was  within.  A  moment  later  we 
were  admitted  by  a  small,  compact 
man  with  black  hair  and  a  genial 
Bmile,  who  introduced  himself  as 
Neal  OTIara.  Pie  has  one  of  the  most 
pleasant  personalities  we  have  ever 
encountered. 

He  was  born  in  Middleboro  and 
attended  High  School  there,  later 
Spending  seven  years  at  Harvard. 
His  life  has  been  devoted  entirely  to 
newspaper  work.  His  sole  object  is 
to  make  money  and  his  only  hobby 
is  to  save  money. 

J.  Herman  Seidlitz  is  Neal 
O'llara  s  own  creation.  As  he  ex- 
plained it  to  us:  "Hack  in  L920  1  was 
Covering  the  World  Series  for  Nick 
Altroek.  who  wrote  for  a  syndicate — 
that  is,  he  was  supposed  to.  but  I 
wrote  it  for  him.    Of  course  I   had  to 

use  his  name  in  the  syndicate,  but. 
needing   publicity  around   Boston.    1 


let  .1.  Herman  Seidlitz  be  my  pi 
agent  here.  No.  .1.  Herman  Seidlitz 
will  not  be  heard  from  again.  I"m 
afraid  he's  dead; — at  least  he's 
dormant.  More  people  like  the  'Take 
It  From  Me'  column.** 

We  asked  him  under  what  heading 
he  classed  his  column,  and  he 
answered   without    hesitation,     "Hell, 

I'm  damned  if  I  know!" 

The  greater  part  of  his  statistics 
for  Ins  "Take  It  from  Me"  column 
are  obtained  by  himself  through  ex- 
tensive reading,  for  very  little  mate- 
rial  i>  ever  sent   in  by  admirers,    lb 

never  Intentionally  repeats  himself. 

and  very  rarely  is  he  called  upon  to 
verify  one  of  his  statements  He 
typewrites  his  column  himself,  usu- 
ally only  a  day  in  advance,  but  as  he 
was  I'M  vin<:  for  California  the 
column  had  been  made  up  for  I 
Weeks  ahead.  11.'  seldom  sees  his 
illustrator.  Franny  Dahl,  more  than 
t\\  Ice  .i  year,  as  the  latter  works  only 
from  a  carbon  COpy 

His  advice  to  young  people  is  to 
go  into  the  radio  field:  "there's  a 
heluva  lot  of  money  in  it."' 


OUR  ALUMNI  IN  THE  CITY  COUNCIL 


XF  I  were  a  Ford  or  a  Roose- 
velt, or  one  of  like  ability 
and  experience,  I  might 
have  something  to  talk 
about,  but,  unfortunately,  such  is  not 
the  case. 

After  receiving  my  diploma  from 
Quincy  High  School  in  1918,  I 
entered  Boston  College.  In  1922  I 
received  the  degree  of  A.  B.  and  in 
1923  that  of  M.  E.  I  spent  the  fol- 
lowing four  years  teaching  school  in 
the  Elementary  and  High  Schools  of 
the  city  of  Boston.  In  1923  I  became 
connected  with  a  large  life  insurance 
company  and  am  still  employed 
there.      I      have     been      active     in 


The  foundations  of  good  govern- 
ment must  be  embedded  in  our  edu- 
cational system.  Inspiration  to  high 
ideals  in  the  service  of  our  nation, 
state  and  municipality  can  best  be 
absorbed  there.  Some  studies  must 
be  pursued  with  a  view  to  their  util- 
ity, and  because  they  are  absolutely 
necessary.  Civics,  as  part  of  a  liberal 
education,  offers  an  opportunity  to 
understand  the  principles  of  popular 
government.  The  promotion  of  vir- 
tue in  government  can  be  furthered 
by  the  proper  study  of  this  subject. 
Never  was  there  a  greater  call  for 
integrity  and  efficiency  in  the  many 
branches  of  political  activity  than 
today.  Trained  public  officials,  who 
serve  because,  of  a  genuine  affection 
for   their   work  and   whose   actions 


After  graduating  from  the  High 
School,  I  entered  Dean  Academy  and 
from  there  matriculated  at  Syracuse 
University,  from  which  college  I 
graduated  in  1925.  Since  that  time  I 
have  served  as  an  officer  of  the 
Standard  Service  Bureau,  Inc.,  in 
Boston.  I  was  my  good  fortune  to 
be  elected  a  member  of  the  Quincy 
City  Council  in  1929  and  to  have 
served  in  that  body  for  the  past  two 
years. 

A  short  time  ago,  I  became  the 


athletic,  fraternal  and  social  organ- 
izations since  finishing  school.  I  am 
interested  in  dramatic  and  literary 
work.  In  the  fall  of  1929  I  was  a 
candidate  for  the  Quincy  City  Coun- 
cil in  my  ward,  but  was  defeated. 
However,  I  became  a  candidate  for 
Councilor-at-large  in  1930.  Out  of  a 
field  of  eleven  contestants,  I  was  one 
of  the  fortunate  six  in  the  primaries 
and  after  a  hard  battle  was  elected 
one  of  the  three  Councilors-at-large. 
Hence  I  am  now  a  member  of  our 
city  government  and  have  yet  plenty 
to  learn. 

Loyally  yours, 

Lawrence  J.  Curtin,  Q.  H.  S.,  '18. 


are  guided  by  the  welfare  of  the  com- 
munity, are  needed. 

The  influence  of  to-day's  student 
upon  the  political,  social,  and  eco- 
nomic ideals  of  the  nation  in  the  fu- 
ture should  be  guided  by  the  proper 
channels.  Into  the  great  crucible  of 
American  life  the  baser  elements  of 
apathy,  ignorance,  and  greed,  to- 
gether with  the  finer  elements  of  in- 
telligence, public  spirit,  and  devotion 
to  duty,  must  be  poured.  Out  of  the 
mass  will  come  our  type  of  citizen- 
ship. To  the  students  of  Quincy  High 
School  I  respectfully  direct  this  vi- 
sion. The  ideal  of  nobler  citizenship 
constitutes  a  great  classic  of  social 
literature. 

Carl  H.  Leander,  Q.  H.  S.,  '16. 


husband  of  a  woman  who  at  the 
present  time  is  engaged  in  the 
practice  of  medicine. 

While  a  student  at  the  High 
School,  I  acted  as  captain  of  the 
football  team.  I  have  always  been 
interested  in  athletics,  and  I  played 
football  and  lacrosse  at  Syracuse, 
and  now  I  am  an  official  in  the 
Quincy  Park  Board  Football  League. 

Very  truly  yours, 
Charles  W.  Hedges,  Q.  H.  S.,  '19. 


TOPSY  TURVY  MEXICO 


|  An  Intimate  View  oi  a  Mexican  Revolution 
by  i.'i  bsell  ( '.  Job  nson,  Q  II  S.,  '17] 


XX  THE  early  months  of  L929, 
Mexico  decided  to  have  a 
revolution,  for  which  it  is 
famous.  When  life  becomes 
jaded  and  uninteresting  in  Mexico. 
some  one  starts  a  revolution: 
whereas  the  American  gets  rid  off 
his  exuberance  by  taking  up  pee-we< 
golf  or  playing  the  stock  market. 

The  rumpus  started  in  the  state  of 
Sonora,  and  the  enthusiasm  rapidly 
spread  into  Chihuahua,  Coahuila, 
and  south  into  Durango.  To  declare 
a  revolution  is  rather  simple.  Tin1 
various  garrisons  of  soldiers  sta- 
tioned throughout  the  States  merely 
are  told  by  their  officers  thai  they 
are  no  longer  Federals  but  rebels. 

As  we  live  in  the  southern  pari  of 
Chihuahua,  we  were  naturally  in- 
volved. The  general  of  the  particular 
forces  stationed  in  Parral  was  not 
exactly    enthusiastic    about    joining 

the  rebellion,  but  did  so  to  avoid 
damage  to  a  city  w  here  he  had  man; 
interests.  In  Parral,  where  we  were 
living,  nothing  startling  happened. 
The  garrison,  now  turned  rebel, 
marched  south  to  Tarreon,  where 
troops  were  concentrating,  and 
where  the  first  pitched  battle  with 
Federal  troops  was  expected  to  take 
place.  Every  day  there  were  rumors 
of  terrific  fighting,  of  (mormons  loss 
of  life,  of  thousands  of  prisoners 
being  captured.  To  us.  in  rebel  ter- 
ritory, the  news  and  propaganda 
arrived  highly  colored  and  flavored 
for  rebel  consumption.  If  we  were 
to  believe  what  we  heard,  it  was  only 
;•  matter  of  days  before  Mexico  city 
would  be  captured  the  Federal 
troops  under  General  Calles  were  al- 
ready in  full  rout! 

Actually,   life   was  continuing  as 
usual  in  Parral:  the  mine  was  work 
ing,  business  was  carried  on  without 
Interruption.       True,      the      railroad 

schedule  was  somewhat    upsel   and 

the  daily  train  later  than  customary. 


but  it  continued  to  arrive.  Soon,  how- 
ever, we  began  to  notice  thai  some- 
thing was  happening,  because  the 
daily  train  brought  less  and 
freight.  Supplies,  accessary  for  the 
operation  of  the  mine  and  mill.  w< 
I'd.  arriving  on  schedule.  Certain 
foods  were  no  longer  procurable  at 
the  stores.  The  normal  flow  of 
fi <  ighl  was  being  interrupted  to 
allow  i  he  movement  of  troops. 

During  the  first  days  of  .March  it 
became  evident  that  the  rebels  were 
r<  treating  northward  along  the  main 
railroad  line  from  Mexico  city  to 
Cuidad    Juarez,     opposite     El     Paso. 

Texas.  The  rebels,  in  retreating, 
were  destroying  the  railroad.  This 
caused  us  our  first  feeling  of  alarm, 
because,  were  the  rebels  to  continue 

demolishing  the  railroad,  we  would 
soon  he  cut  off  from  supplies.  Nor 
would  we  have  any  quick  means  of 
•  scape  to  the  border  in  case  it  would 
ome  necessary.  So  it  was  decided 
thai  all  women  and  children  of  the 
foreign  colony  were  to  leave  quickly. 
For  the  next  few  days  ours  was  a 
camp  ^\  much  excitement  and  con- 
fusion. Some,  already  prepared  for 
the  emergency,  left  on  the  same  day 
notice  was  given;  others  lingered  on 
hoping  some  turn  of  affair-  would 
make  the  exodus  unnecessary. 

The  train  from  Parral  to  Jimenez, 
w  here  we  connect  with  the  main  line 
from  Mexico  Citj  to  PI  Paso,  had 
only  one  tirst -<  lass  passenger  coach, 
v  hieh  was  w  holly  Inadequate  to  take 
(are  ^\  bo  many  women,  children, 
luggage,  and  sundry  equipment.  I 
accompanied  my  family  as  far  as 
Jimenez,  where  I  hoped  to  Bee  them 
safely  on  the  El  Paso  train  before  re- 
turning to  my  work  in  Parral.  The 
ride  to  Jlmenei  was  without  mishap 
ami  we  arrived  at  shortly  after  nine 

loch    in    the    evening     Here    we 

found  the  train  for  K1  Paso  made  up 

and  waiting     Already  the  only  coach 
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Q.  II.  S.  pupils  hail  longer  hours  with 
much  joy  and  thanksgiving- 
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CONTENTS— GUESS  ?  ? 


Greetings  and  salutations! 

We're  off  on  another  spasm  of  un- 
controllable and  stray  comments  on 
the  news  here  and  there.  Can't  you 
just  hear  our  Pony  Whinny,  and 
how! 


LONGER  HOURS 


While  other  businesses  are  short- 
ening working  hours,  we  lengthen 
ours.    Say!     What's  time  to  us? 

\Yhen  you  hear  some  of  the 
sweeter  sex  gurgling,  "It's  the  rage," 
you  understand  it  to  be  either 
"Ballyhoo"  or  "Empress  Eugenie." 

All  the  students  of  Senior  High 
were  held  interested  by  Mr.  Muir, 
Superintendent  of  Schools,  at  the  as- 
sembly given  as  a  tribute  to  Thomas 
Alva  Edison,  America's  most  useful 
man,  who  recently  died.  Mr.  Muir 
personally  knew  Mr.  Edison  and  was 
able  to  give  us  first  hand  informa- 
tion on  this  famous  and  well-loved 
man.  We  are  sure  everyone  was  im- 
pressed and  felt  saddened  at  the  loss 
of  such  a  great  genius. 

We  have  been  wondering  about 
feeble-mindedness  and  if  one  of  the 
symptoms  was  stamping  one's  feet  at 
odd  moments  (in  the  assembly  hall). 
If  so,  well ? 

The  best  thing  about  coming  back 
to  school  in  the  fall  is,  there  are  so 
many  nice  new  teachers! 


OUR    ALUMNI 


Strange,  isn't  it,  how  former 
Q.  H.  S.  athletes  sometimes  show  up 
at  our  games  and  thoughtfully  re- 
mark "When  I  played,"  every  time 
someone  fumbles! 


RECORDS    BROKEN 

The  meetings  of  the  Page  and 
Stage  Club  seem  to  break  all  rec- 
ords  for    big   audiences.     Everybody 


sits  double  and  triple  and  then  they 
stick  a  "Standing  Room  Only"  sign 
on   the  door. 

.Most  of  the  studes  are  just  getting 
acquainted  with  the  new  library  reg- 
ulations. You  are  supposed  to  go  in 
this  door,  out  that  door!  And  I  won- 
der how  many  people  lost  their  jobs 
at  the  introduction  of  the  "Stamp- 
i  I  -  Yourself  system? 

Who  said  history  didn't  repeat  it- 
self?  Just  look  at  the  fall  styles! 

It  might  be  a  good  idea  to  remind 
the  study  pupils  in  the  hall  that  it 
is  not  a  dump! 

Did  you  ever  notice  how  interested 
the  younger  generation  of  the  Fore 
River  Field  is  in  the  gridiron? 
Games  on   the  side  and  everything! 


It's  plain  to  see  boys  will  be  scrib- 
blers, especially  when  a  poster  is 
placed  on   the  wall. 

The  Student  Council  certainly 
know  how  to  put  things  over  with 
a  bang.  For  example,  those  snappy 
pins.  It  isn't  so  hard  to  know  who 
goes  to  Senior  High  School  now, 
either. 


SOCIAL  NOTE 


According  to  Miss  McHardy,  ev- 
erything is  again  in  action  after  the 
nit  summer  interim.  The  alli- 
gator and  rabbits  are  back.  The 
aquarium,  also,  is  in  full  swing  and 
all  the  little  "gold  fishes,"  not  to 
mention  the  turtles,  are  getting  ac- 
quainted and  are  once  again  the  ob- 
ject of  many  an  admiring  glance. 

Pity  the  poor  teachers  who  try  to 
catch  fragments  of  a  message  over 
the  phone  with  a  roomful  of  pupils. 


A    BIG    BRE  V  K 


What    a    break    for    all    would-be 

is    in    the    new    music    culture 

classes.     I've    heard    it's    a    wow,    to 

put  it  mildly!    Wait  till  the  operetta; 

that  will  prove  its  worth. 

Speaking  of  music,  Senior  chorus 
certainly  has  swelled  exceedingly. 
Oh,  yes,  everything  comes  big  this 
year. 

.Mass  meeting?  No,  just  a  study 
in  the  assembly  hall. 

I  guess  there  is  a  depression  be- 
cause the  lower  classmen  are  getting 
smaller  each  year.  Not  smaller  in 
number,  just  in  size. 


ONK      31  ORE      EXCUSE     ELI3II- 
NATES 

There  is  no  chance  left  for  stum- 
bling this  year.  All  the  nails  are 
hammered  into  the  floor!  We  wish 
we  could  say  aa  much  for  the  chair 
legs. 

The  senior  traffic  squad  is  pretty 
good — when    it's   on   duty! 

.Many  of  our  most  human  teach- 
ers are  vitally  interested  in  the  nick- 
names they  get  behind  their  backs! 
Don't   tell  them,  will  you? 

.Many  are  of  the  opinion  that  Peg 
Spencer  ought  to  be  fined  for  speed- 
ing. 

Because  of  the  many,  many  cars 
surrounding  the  school,  we  suggest 
a  private  parking  space  for  Q.  H.  S. 
pupils  and  teachers! 

Satisfaction  and  contentment  are 
two  very  necessary  factors  for  a 
happy  society,  and  the  Page  and 
Stage  Club  evidently  has  this  as 
proved  by  the  re-election  of  its  two 
officers,  Lilla  Mignault,  president, 
and  Ruth  Davis,  secretary.  The 
i  other  two  fortunate  members  are 
Jane  Ferris,  treasurer,  and  John 
Sisson,    vice-president. 

While  on  the  subject  of  elections, 
the  popular  Quincy  Bridgewater 
Club  has  chosen  Helen  Russell  as 
president  ;  Ella  Heikkila,  vice-presi- 
dent; Dorothy  Savage,  correspond- 
ing secretary;  and  Lily  Prest,  secre- 
tary and  treasurer.  This  society  also 
lias  a  new  advisor.  Since  Miss 
Vaughn,  the  originator  of  tho  club, 
has   gone   to   California,   Miss   Lantz 
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has  become  an  advisor  with  Miss 
"VVakeman.  With  these  splendid 
leaders  we  are  sure  they  will  ca- 
complish  a  great  deal. 

We  still  can't  see  why  the  Prob- 
lems of  Democracy  classes  don't 
study  the  biggest  problem — the  cafe- 
teria. 


II     MIST    BE    GOOD 

Newton  High  has  taken  a  big  step. 
They  have  installed  girls  in  their 
band.  They  even  have  a  girl  drum 
major:  Congratulations!  Good  for 
them  ! 

Who  says  manners  are  dying  out? 
Why.  even  pupils  passing  in  front 
of  traffic  officers  murmur  "Oh,  ex- 
cuse  me!" 

Who  knows?  If  there  are  any 
more  pupils  in  this  school  and  they 
fall  out  of  the  windows  and  break 
their  precious  necks,  we  may  get  a 
new    school. 

when  leaving  by  the  Coddlngton 

BChOOl  door,  Just  close  your  eyes  and 
ine   you   are   in   a   subway   jam. 
It    may  help. 


Our    Dramatic    Activities 


ference.     Y'kimw,    it   broadens    their 
minds! 

We  agree  with  the  press  on  certain 
1    mi'  of  them  is  that  our  I 
and  soccer    teams   deserve   every   bit 
of  credit   th>\  and  then  some. 

They  ma  keep  our  heads  up 

for  us. 


HOW     LBOUT    I  I  | 

l    understand  our  band   needs  the 

voluntary    help    of    the    A    U.S.    (the 

Assembly  Hall  Stampers)  at  their 
rehearsals  to  help  some  of  the  boys 
keep  in  step! 

Our  second  lloor  bulb  tin  board  al- 
ways  attracts   a    lot    of   attention,     ff 

\ou  want  anything  noticed,  just  tack 
it    up   there   and   it    will    be   regularly 
criticised,   marked   and   remarked   on 
Some   one   said   we   don't    need   any 

encouragement  tellimr  folks  what  we 

think  about  matters  around  here:  we 
just  write  it  down  anywhere.  I  guesfl 
that's    true! 

Whether  the  teachers  think  so  or 
not.  the  pupils  are  of  the  opinion 
that  our  teachers  should  attend  the 
all   day   session  of   the    teachers 


H0B0N8    IN    (Hit    MIliM 

baps  you  don't  agree  with  the 
man     who     Bald     all     whistlers    were 
irons,  but  did  you  ever  notice  some 
ir  con  Idor  whistlers? 
if  all  men  teachers  were  as  brave 
a«    Mr.   Anketell   Is  In    the  assembly 
hall,  we  would  soon  be  rid  of  all  dis- 
turbances and  wise  crack'  : 

The  boys   at    i  h-    library  doors  will 
probably    become    prohibition   a 
when  they  graduate,    Thej   are  such 
proli 

md   writers,   the   "timid   Bex1 
the  bic.   strong 
are  many  things  to  | 

and    here.     Isn't    that    -07 

Many,     many     ><(     the     old 

1 
h   to  th 

If    that    'Til'    fa 
c  oiid  talk  he  ml 

Sin  of     Ben 

mber.     well     know: 
and  the    Pa    c     and 

tub    meeting,  oung 

peopb 

to  him  over  WEE1  and  WAAB 
the  which    he 

harming 

and    it    is    hoped    he 
soon. 


We  hope  you  will  all  support  'A 
Pair  1      S  "  the  senior  class  play, 

to  be  given  December   17.    It  is  cer- 
tainly worth  your  interest.    Th< 
ar<    the   pick   of   the    P.  '32   and 
ad   they  are   all   putl 

ible    time    and    spirit    Into    the 
effort  :  -ides, 

Mr.  Mitchell  .;ng  this 

ire  to  be  good.  Rememtx 
of    Money"    last  ton 

Tabor  dressed  in  a  ban 

Here    1-    the    1  asl    tor    "A    P  dr   of 

T    Boggs  Johns    ....Edward  Tin- 

■rge    B.    Nettleton 

Lewis 
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THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


was  crowded  and  the  addition  of  our 
refugees  plus  baggage  fairly  jammed 
the  car  to  overflowing.  My  wife  and 
a  Mrs.  B.  managed  to  secure  the 
compartment  formed  by  two  adjoin- 
ing seats,  into  which  was  piled  bag- 
gage and  belongings.  Since  the 
children  were  already  exhausted, 
beds  had  to  be  made  of  the  two 
scats;  our  son  occupied  one  and  Mrs. 
B.'s  girl  the  other.  Mrs.  B.'s  two  boys 
were  forced  to  find  room  in  the  next 
car,  the  second-class  coach,  with 
hard,  wooden-slat  benches.  The 
women  sat  in  the  aisle  on  the  hand 
baggage.  In  such  a  manner  most  of 
the  adults  were  forced  to  accommo- 
date themselves. 

While  this  hubbub  was  going  on,  a 
man  dressed  in  riding  breeches,  with 
highly-polished  cavalry  boots,  but 
without  coat  or  hat,  entered  at  the 
head  of  the  car,  and,  to  our  surprise, 
addressed  us  in  English.  His  speech 
was  even  more  amazing. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen:  Please 
don't  be  worried  or  anxious.  You  are 
perfectly  safe.  We  control  the  line 
from  El  Paso  to  Escalon.  There  is 
nothing  to  fear.  We  have  killed  a 
number  of  children  and  women,  but 
it  has  all  been  done  in  a  just  cause. 
I'm  a  Catholic  and  that's  why  I'm 
down  here  fighting  for  religious  free- 
dom and  justice.  When  you  get  to 
El  Paso,  help  us  out  with  a  good 
word — we're  in  the  right." 

After  making  this  startling  ad- 
dress, he  proceeded  to  help  various 
persons  arrange  their  places  and 
settle  themselves.  Two  Mexican 
gentlemen,  in  animated  conversa- 
tion, and  oblivious  of  the  confusion 
about  them,  were  occupying  one  of 
the  seats.  The  unknown  American 
requested  them  in  Euglish  to  surren- 
der their  seat  to  two  women.  The 
two  gentlemen,  not  understanding  a 
word  he  spoke,  continued  their  lively 
tete-a-tete.    Angry  at  their  apparent 


disregard  of  his  request,  the  Ameri- 
(  an  turned  to  me  and  asked  me  if  I 
spoke  Spanish.  When  I  acknowl- 
edged that  I  did,  he  asked  me  to 
speak  to  the  two  Mexicans. 

"Si — como  no!  Con  mucho  gusto!" 
they  answered  in  concert,  and  imme- 
diately gathered  together  their  lug- 
gage  and  disappeared  into  the 
second-class  coach. 

.My  curiosity  got  the  better  of  me 
and  I  asked  the  unknown  American 
who  he  was,  after  introducing 
myself. 

He  grinned  and  replied,  "Call  me 
John  Doe.  I'm  an  American  down 
here  for  personal  reasons." 

Who  was  he  really?  I  don't  know 
to  this  day.  All  I  could  make  out  of 
his  startling  reference  to  killing 
women  and  children  was  that  he  was 
an  American  aviator,  who  had  joined 
the  rebels  and  bombed  some  poor 
village  from  a  plane. 

The  train  with  our  wives  and  chil- 
dren finally  pulled  out  for  the  North 
and  I  got  off  to  spend  the  night  in 
Jimenez.  On  the  platform  I  was 
joined  by  a  Mexican  engineer  and  a 
merchant  from  Parral,  both  of  whom 
I  knew.  They,  too,  had  just  taken 
leave  of  their  families.  We  were  all 
hungry  and  elbowed  our  way  into  the 
station  restaurant.  The  place  was 
crammed  with  officers  and  soldiers, 
who  were  sitting  around  tables  piled 
with  dirty  dishes;  the  cigarette 
smoke  was  heavy  and  hot,  the  place 
dimly  lighted  by  overhanging  oil 
lamps.  Our  desires  went  unrewarded. 
There  wasn't  a  speck  of  food  to  be 
had.  We  proceeded  across  the  tracks 
to  a  Chinese  restaurant.  This,  too, 
was  crowded  with  men  sitting 
around  tables,  some  even  with  rifles 
resting  across  their  knees.  But  no 
food  was  to  be  had,  although  we 
managed  to  get  a  cup  of  unpalatable 
coffee. 

We  slept  very  little,  since  trains 
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whistled  and  shifted  all  night  long. 
Bugles  blew  at  frequent  Intervals. 
Every  now  and  then  was  heard  the 
raucous  challenge,  "Quien  vive?" 

Early  the  next  morning  we  set  out 
again  in  search  of  something  for 
hi  eakfast.  The  restaurants  were  even 
more  crowded  than  the  uighl  before. 
In  one  we  secured  a  fried  egg  and 
nothing  else.  Across  the  Hacks,  at 
the  station,  we  finished  up  with  a 
roll  and  more  of  the  same  unsavory 
toffee. 

Since  our  efforts  to  determine 
when  the  train  for  Parral  was  due  to 
leave  were  unavailing,  we  decided  to 
inspect  the  rebel  army.  The  tracks 
as  far  as  one  could  see  north  and 
sottt  h  were  piled  with  box  cars.  .Most 
of  them  were  freight  which  had  been 
side-tracked.  The  remainder  housed 
the  army.  In  Mexico  the  soldier 
takes  his  family  to  war  with  him.  to- 
gether with  his  livestock  and  be- 
longings. Everywhere  there  were 
women  patting  out  tortillas,  while 
their  warriors  squatted  around 
smoking  cigarettes  and  patiently 
waiting  for  the  corn-cakes  to  he 
toasted  on  a  tin  sheet  over  a  meager 
fire.  Women  carrying  gasoline  tins. 
passed  to  and  fro  from  the  water 
tank  near  the  round-house.  Children 
Scurried  around  under  the  cars  pick- 
ing up  (diips  for  the  tire.  On  the 
roofs   of    the    box-cars    u<>at>    were 

tethered.        Also      cocks      and       hens 

fastened  by  a  string  around  one  l< 

in  contrast  to  this  domestic  ami 
un warlike  sc<  oe  of  a  Mexican  family 
on  wheels  ''ere  the  machine  -mis 
that  yawned  in  the  open  doors  of 
almost  every  freight  car.  Here  and 
there  were  steel  cars,  normally  used 
for  transport  Ing  coal :  t  lew  v  ere 
checkered  with  port-holes  through 
which  rifles  could  he  a1  ned.  To  the 
south  of  the  station  were  two  (hit 
cars  upon  which  were  reposing  baby 
tanks,  crude  home-made  affairs  built 
around  a  gasoline  tractor,  hut  with 
a  business-like  machine-gun  pro- 
truding from  a  port-hole  in  front.  To 
one  side,  on    a    field,  a    troop  of  <;i\ 


airy  were  maneuvering.  At  one  end 
of  this  Bame  redd  a  monoplane, 
silver-grey  and  red,  sat  with  its  tail 
stuck  under  a  little  shed.  Soldiers 
were  everywhere,  no  two  dressed  or 
equipped  alike,  but  generally  dirty 
atid  disheveled.  In  contrast,  here  and 
there,  groups  of  officers  with  care- 
fully arrayed  (lot lies,  and  brightly 
polished     hoots     and     strat  tood 

about  chatting. 

Xo  one  jiaid  | he  leasl  hit  «.f  atten- 
t  ion  to  us.  We  went  about  freely  and 
inspected  everything,  I  could  not 
help  hut  contrast  this  freedom  with 
my  own  experience  in  the  World 
War  when  everybody  not  in  uniform 
was  considered  a  suspicions  char- 
acter or  even  a  spy. 

About  noontime  we  were  Informed 
t hat  tie-  t i;i ;n  tor  Parral  v  i-  tx 
dispatched,  and   not    long   after 
were  aboard.   As  it  latei-  proved,  this 
was  the  last  train  which  left  Jimem  /. 
f<a-  some  time. 

Two  days  later  the  Federal  I 
under  General    Aimanzan   overtook 
the  last  of  the  rebel  army  e\  Ing 

Jimenez.     In    a    one-sided    runn 
fight,    some     hundred     reb< 
killed    or     wounded     and    the 
.  iiupped  Fed<  rals  managed  to  knock 
down    the   railroad   station   and    Bev- 
eral  adjoining  buildings  with  artill- 
ery fit 

I  .ater  on.  I   realize,]  that    !   bad  I 

wed   practically  the  wh  bel 

army  and  that  the  tens  of  I  ads 

i>t  Boldiers  reported  under  their  ban- 
only  the  odd  two  •  hi 
I.    myself,    had    seen.     The 
:led    out    in    Chihuahua 

1  army  falling  back 
■  i  ,il     sold  low  ly    advanced. 

pairing   the   railroad   as   th<  me. 

<  »ne  day,  in  the  lat 
having    been    nearly    thre 
without     a       tain. 

ined    with    Federal    Boldiei 

d  in  Parral.   The  revolution  * 
i  »ver. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Russell  c  Johnson,  "1 7. 


High  Honor  Roll  for  the  Quarter  Ending  Nov.  13,  1931 


F. '32 

Charles  Berman 
Dorothy  Goldstein 
Betty    Kuperman 
Edith   Lundgren 
Sarah  Moscardelli 
Alfred  Pactovis 
Philip  Simmons 

J.  '32 
Marguerite  Crowley 

Ruth    D 

Gertrude   Fortier 
Florence  Grayson 
isali.l  Marontz 
Sybil  Pamplin 
Irja  1'ullman 
Robert  Putman 
Helen  Russell 


Silverman 
Sadye  Stein 

F. '33 
Linnea  Allgorin 
Sylvia   Koose 
Mary  Montgomery 
Dorothy   Morris 
Merlyn  Orcutt 
David  Skoler 

J. '33 
William  Coates 
Henri   Fluchere 
I  [arriet  Fowler 
Gertrude    McCloskey 
Isadore    Schwartz 
Robert  Sharp 
Thelma  Westerling 


F.  '34 

Philip   Balcom 
Margaret   Higginbotham 
Slgrid  Pullman 
Edwlna    Robinson 
Claire  Simmons 
Robert   Woodward 


J.'34 

John   Barselay 
Constance  Hrikson 
Catherine   Ernst 
Thomaa  Evans 

Pauline   "Wheble 
Selma    Whitehead 


Honor  Roll  for  the  Quarter  Ending  Nov.  13,  1931 


F. '32 

Sylvia    Bergen 
Robert  Burke 
Frank   Chiminiello 
Grace  Crawford 
Claudia  Cushing 
Mary    Daly 
Edith  Francer 
Barbara  Fredette 
Catherine  Heckman 
Gertrude  Henrikson 
Earl  Lantery 
Robert  Leggatt 
Charlotte  McCarron 
David   Mackintosh 
Violet  Pace 
Helen   P 
Virginia  Prout 
Marion  Rusconi 
Martha   Schwartz 
Helen  Souden 
Virginia  Spencer 
Anna  Swenson 
Ma  it  Tocci 
Barbara    Walsh 
Tauno  Wento 
Eleanor  Wickens 
Ena  Williamson 
Dorothy  Wyinan 

J. '32 
Mary    Battaglia 
Virginia  Berg 
Kenneth   Burnham 
Frank  Delear 
Jane  Ferris 

lice  Hipson 
Virginia  Ilogan 
Francis  Howley 
Frances    Hutchkins 
Francis  Jenkins 
Dick  Koons 
John    Kroesser 
David  Low- 
Dorothy  McLaughlin 
Dorothy  McLean 
Li  11a  Mignault 
Anne  Mullen 
Georgianna  Murphy 
Ragnhild   Lindberg 
Arthur  Peel 
Edith    Renaud 
Helmi  Saari 
Frances   Shatz 
Walter  Shaw 


Naif  Simon 
('.race  Stevens 
Anna  Turmiuist 
Doris   Van  Bibber 
Ruth   "Weston 

F.  '33 
Adelaide  Bonomi 
Elizabeth  Cull 
Virginia   DeLuca 

Julia  DeSimone 
Bessie  Gioncardi 
Dorothy  1 1.  Johnson 
Phyllis   Ke< 
Anne   Leppala 
Lynwood  Littlefield 
Margaret  MacDonald 
William  McGhee 
Hazel     Matson 
M  i  rjorie  Mitchell 
George  Savella 
Marjorie  Shunk 
Janet    A\ 'illiams 
Frances  Varney 
Louise    Sullivan 

J. '33 
Annie  Alban 
Bertrand    Dennison 
Giovanni  Biagini 
Robert  Blowers 
Dorothy  Bullard 
Marion  Chambers 
Nelson  Clifford 
Sonia  Cutler 
Walter   Carlson 
Audyer  Dickinson 
Clare  Ewing 
Ella  Fortheingham 
Matalie  Garrick 
Roger  Kenney 
Philip  Kurlansky 
David  MacLerie 
Mary  Mandeville 
Evelyn  Mattson 
Elizabeth  Mayer 
Doris  Means 
Mildred   Olsson 
William  Olson 
Gladys  Palmer 
Aino  Pitkanen 
Ruth  Porthouse 
Alii  Puro 
Doreen  Robertson 
Harry  Smith 
James  Smith 


Lester  Stephen 
Evelyn   Tappela 
Richard   Vergobbi 
Warren    White 

F-  '34 
Argyle   Bridgett 
Corinne  Ciaverdini 
Roberta  Clark 
Margarel  Connor 
Marion    Donovan 
Phyllis  Fox 
Marguerite   Furlong 
Helen   Hoglund 
Oliver  Kansas 
Rosamond  Perkins 
Leia  Rusconi 
Alma  Russell 
Anne   Wehter 
Dorothy   Wilson 

J.  '34 
Ethel  Amet 
Norman  Bedford 
Edith  Bongston 
Marion  Biller 
Milton  Biller 
Fiances  Brault 
Eleanor  Collins 
Margaret  Costello 
Margaret  Crichton 
I    ances  DeCelle 
Sven  Gustavson 
Lawrence  Hanlon 
Ruth  Herrimaki 
Ida  Joneh 
Lillian  Kohonen 
Aino  Kyllonen 
Edith  Laivo 
Agnes   Lorandeau 
John  B.  Lyons 
Elizabeth  McFee 
Dorothy    Pappas 
Robert  Prescott 
Ruby    Richards 
Jane  Robinson 
Helen   Sandlovitz 
Phyllis  Savard 
Mae  Smith 
Robert  Spencer 
lone  Tantardini 
Elizabeth    Sweeny 
Virginia  Viner 
Lillian  Wyllie 
Lillian  Wyman 
William  Zakszewski 


SPORTS  ON  REVIEW 


Howdy,  Everybody!  !  !  Well!  !  ! 
Well!  !  !  We're  back  again  with  our 
accurate  (?)  reports  on  just  what  is 
happening  over  the  lines,  and  behind 
the  scenes  in  our  deah  old  Q.  H.  S. 
athletic  contests. 

T  T  T  T 

The  football  team — Yes!  !  Yes!  ! 
We  really  have  one  this  season — is 
having  a  tough  time  in  getting 
started.  The  boys  in  Blue  and  White 
have  been  in  there,  scrapping  every 
minute  but  "something  always  goes 
phoney  in  Denmark"  when  they  look 
like  scoring.  Well,  just  wait  till  we 
meet  Brockton!  Oh,  yes!    Just  wait! 

*  *      *      * 

The  boys  in  the  gym  class  resent 
Miss  Baker's  moving  them  away 
from  their  favorite  football  field 
every  day  to  make  room  for  the  girls' 
field  hockey.  Oh,  yes!  they  would 
MUCH  rather  stay  there  and  frolic 
under  the  eyes  of  the  admiring  (?) 
weaker  (?)  sex.  Excuse  the  excessive 
use  of  questioning,  but  we  usually 
1  our  theories  on  these  girls  being 
,iven  a  rude  jolt  every  day. 

3|C  5(C  SfC  3fC 

Can  nothing  stop  this  soccer  team 
of  ours?  It's  about  time  something 
was  being  done  about  it.  The  writer 
has  heard  plenty  of  students 
threaten  to  bring  the  matter  to  the 
attention  of  the  Society  for  Preven- 
tion of  Cruelty  to  Animals  because 
of  the  Blue  and  White's  mistreat- 
ment of  the  (under) dogs.  Most  of  us 
would  receive  a  shock  if  our  grid 
team  won  a  contest,  that  it  really  is 
a  change  to  know  we  can  go  to  a 
game  and  see  the  school  do  a  real 
job  on  its  opponents. 

*  +      *      * 

We  can't  afford  to  forget  this 
cross-country  team  of  ours  which  is 
grabbing  off  the  limelight  with  the 
soccer  team.  Coach  Wilson's  squad 
has  been  undefeated  in  dual  meets 
this  season  and  looks  like  an  unbeat- 
able combination  in  the  state  meet. 
The  "four  horsemen"  of  Mulhall,  De- 


Lear,  Smith  and  Armas  Hill,  always 
seem  to  be  able  to  cross  the  finish 
line  first,  each  grabbing  the  other 
with  a  "love  grasp"  as  he  stumbles 

over  the  finish  line. 

*  *      * 

Did  you  see  the  pony  backfield  of 
the  LeCain  team  perform  against 
Weymouth  on  Columbus  Day?  The 
boys  surely  got  on  their  "horses" 
and  rode  all  over  the  team  from  over 
the  bridge.  Little  Allan  "Two-yards" 
Swartz  must  have  loomed  up  as  a 
big  proposition  to  the  heavy  Wey- 
mouth line,  for  they  could  not  seem 

to  stop  him. 

*  *      * 

Lining  the  class-rooms  on  the 
Woodward-avenue  side  with  some 
sort  of  sound-proof  material  is 
being  seriously  considered.  YOU  ask 
us  why?  Oh,  these  girls!  They're 
wild — simply  wild — over  that  field 
hockey  game  of  theirs  and  they  don't 
forget  to  tell  the  world  about  it, 
either.  We  simply  must  start  a  fund 
for  that  sound-proof  material. 

*  *      * 

Most  of  the  boys  of  the  athletic 
teams  had  a  great  time  when  their 
bus  driver,  the  one  and  only 
Chappie,  turned  out  in  a  new  uni- 
form. The  laugh  was  reversed,  how- 
ever, when  Chappie  crossed  them  up, 
and  made  them  all  come  across  with 
a  penny  contribution  to  defray  the 
expenses  of  the  uniform.  It  is  sur- 
prising what  one  can  do  with  these 
"soft-hearted"  athletes. 

*  *      * 

What  a  unique  job  the  cross- 
country team  did  on  Woburn  and 
Wakefield  this  season.  Splitting 
their  team,  an  unheard-of  thing  in 
cross-country,  the  locals  came 
through  with  two  wins.  Some  run- 
ning, n'est-ce  pas?  Well!  !  ! 
Well!  !  !  Boys,  good  luck  to  you  in 
your  quest  for  the  state  champion- 
ship. 

*  *      * 

Adios!  !  !  And  signing  off  a  la  Phil 
Cook,  I  say:  "I'll  be  seeing  you  sub- 
sequently." 
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FOOTBALL 

Coach  Jimmy  LeCain,  taking  over 
the  reins  of  the  Blue  and  White  grid- 
sters  for  the  first  time,  lias  had  a 
hard  time  in  turning  out  a  winning 
team  at  the  school  this  year.  A  large 
squad  reported  for  practice  at  the 
first  call,  and  prospects  looked  bright 
hut  in  competition  the  team  failed 
to  come  up  to  the  high  mark  which 
was  expected  of  them.  In  most  of 
their  recent  tilts  the  Blue  and  White 
have  shown  a  lot  of  fight  and  ability. 
hut  their  schedule  has  been  one  of 
the  toughest  in  years  and  they  have 
failed  to  make  an  impression  on 
t  heir  opponents. 

Starting  the  season  the  LeCain 
team  barely  nosed  out  a  veteran 
Abington  team  by  a  7-ti  score,  took  a 
26-0  licking  from  Melrose,  fell  before 
New  Bedford  by  a  32-6  margin,  won 
their  second  game  of  the  year  from 
the  Weymouth  eleven  by  a  26-6 
score,  bowed  to  Newton  20-7,  were 
beaten  at  the  finish  by  Watertown 
7-6,  and  succumbed  to  Lynn  Centra!. 
!)-7.  Other  games  for  tin1  locals  are 
with  the  undefeated  Norwood  and 
Fitchburg  elevens,  and  the  annual 
Brockton  game,  outstanding  per- 
formers in  the  backfield  were:  Allan 
Swartz,  Bob  Craig.  Leonard  lieilly 
and  Andy  Dalqnist.  while  line  men 
who  occupied  the  limelight  were: 
Acting  Captain  Johnny  Kroesser, 
Hartmann  Sass,  and  Lester  Peter- 
son. 


V<" 


The  junior  varsity  squad  of  the 
team  made  history  for  itself  this  sea- 
son, going  through  its  ftrsl  five 
games  without  a  defeat,  although  it 
was  facing  some  of  the  strongest 
opposition  in  the  district.  Their 
opening  uame  was  with  Kingston 
High,  and  the  locals  won.  L3-0;  then 
they  crashed  through  to  a  l!'-n  win 
over  Brockton,  edged  Braintree  High 
varsity  by  a  6-0  margin,  Brockton 
was  again  defeated  26-7,  and  a 
strong  .Maiden  J.  V.  team  fell  b.-fore 
the  Hudson-Anketell  coached  team 
by  a  26-6  score. 


ATHLETIC  ALUMNI 

DON  OILMAN  is  captain  of  the 
cross-country  team  of  the 
Massachusetts  institute  <>t"  Tech- 
aology  and  is  proving  one  of 
fun'st  runners  ever  at  the 
college. 

WILLIAM  "BIG   BILL"  SULLIVAN 

is  fitting  in  nicely  at  tackle  on 
a      Wilbraham      Academy     team 

that  is  composed  of  many  Great- 
er  Boston   boys. 

CHESTER  vorxo  is  making  a 
name  for  himself  in  an  end  posi- 
tion for  a  Btrong  Tabor 
Academy  football  eleven. 

BOB  GENTRY,  mighty  atom  of  i 
year's  Quincy  High  grid  team, 
ha.-    clinched    the    quarterback 
berth  at  Thayer   \<  ademy. 

DICK  REYNOLDS  has  established 
himself  safely  as  on.'  of  the 
Btarting  tackles  on  Boston  Col- 
lege's lighting  gridiron  eleven. 

EUGENE     wttii-:     has     Installed 

himself    in     the    line    of    Tnfts 
Freshman  football  squad. 

MIKE    KURTIS    i>   continuing    his 
tod  work  in  athletics  by  per- 
forming   brilliantly    for    Boston 
University's  yearling   gridsters. 
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VAINO  TIRRI  is  a  three-year  vet- 
eran on  the  Northeastern  soccer 
sq...  .J  and  is  the  leading  goal- 
scorer  on  the  Hub  team, 
occupying  the  center-forward 
berth. 

LAWRENCE  CHRISTENSEN  is  giv- 
ing all  his  ability  as  a  lineman 
to  the  Blair  Academy  outfit  in 
Blairstown,  New  Jersey,  where 
he  has  established  himself  as  a 
three-letter  man. 

WILLIAM  "RED"  HALLORAN  is 
fast  becoming  a  popular  member 
of  the  Holy  Cross  Freshmen 
grid  squad. 

GORDON  DONNON  and  DICK 
TURNER  are  upholding  the 
name  of  their  Alma  Mater  down 
south,  as  members  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Alabama  squad. 

KENNETH  CAHOON  is  performing 
creditably  on  the  Freshman 
squad  of  Northeastern's  grid  in 
its  inter-class  games. 

BILL  THOMPSON  and  FRED  PIGM- 
ENT AL,  members  of  the  strong 
'29  Blue  and  White  soccer  team, 
have  both  clinched  positions  on 
Northeastern's  booting  eleven, 
where  they  team  up  nicely  with 
Vaino  Tirri,  another  local  grad- 
uate. 

JAMES  "RED"  HAYES  is  playing 
an  imporatnt  part  in  the  bril- 
liant performance  being  put  up 
by  the  backfield  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  New  Hampshire  grid 
eleven. 


SOCCER 

The  Q.  H.  S.  soccer  team  has 
started  off  on  the  right  foot  again 
and  to  date  is  undefeated.  Tommy 
Fleming's  team  has  piled  up  more 
goals  this  season  than  in  any  of  its 
four  successful  years  of  organiza- 
tion, while  their  defense  has  been 
just  as  strong  as  ever.  The  team 
which  is  defending  its  first  school- 


boy New  England  championship  has, 
this  season,  established  a  fine  record, 
having  triumphed  over  Watertown 
!>-l  in  the  season's  opener,  defeated 
M.  I.  T.  Freshmen  7-0,  trimmed 
Watertown  High  8-0  in  a  return 
game,  shut  out  Lynn  Eastern  6-0, 
tied  New  Bedford  Vocational  2-2, 
edged  New  Hampton  Prep  9-1,  and 
taken  Exeter  by  a  5-0  score  to  com- 
plete their  first  half  of  the  schedule. 
In  these  first  seven  games  Johnny 
Brown  is  well  on  his  way  to  a  new 
goal-scoring  record,  having  notched 
nineteen  goals,  to  be  just  four  shy  of 
the  old  record  of  twenty-three  estab- 
lished last  year.  Carl  Jepsen,  with 
nine,  is  right  behind  the  leader, 
while  following  closely  on  their 
heels  is  "Pepper"  Mitchelson,  with 
seven  tallies. 


„os 


A  second  soccer  team  has  been 
sponsored  also  and  shows  a  lot  of 
promise  for  the  future  varsity  teams. 
The  seconds  opened  their  season 
with  Plymouth  High,  defeating  them 
6-3 ;  then  repeated  their  victory  over 
the  same  team  by  a  4-3  margin, 
while  Trade  School  was  vanquished 
by  a  4-0  score.  Other  opponents  to 
be  met  by  the  second  eleven  are 
North  Quincy  High  varsity,  and  the 
St.  Marks  preparatory  school.  Mem- 
bers of  the  varsity  squad  are :  Walter 
Wilson,  Elsworth  Paine,  Robert  Sul- 
livan,    Andrea    Battistini,    Charley 
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Anderson,  Johnny  Nelson,  Tommy 
Chisholm,  Art  Downton,  Carl  Jep- 
sen,  Alex  Mitchelson,  Johnny 
Brown,  Johnny  MacGibbon,  Alex 
McGuire,  Bob  Mc Arthur,  and  "Finn" 
Folium.  Second  team  members  are: 
Francis  Haynes,  Galberg,  William 
Desmond,  Frank  Ciglio,  Alber  Little- 
wood,  Bernard  Swartz,  Eddie  Bow- 
man, Bernard  Castleman,  Charles 
MacGibbon,  Malcolm  Goldie,  Davie 
Page,  Doug  MacBride,  Paul  Reilly, 
Jimmy  Swan,  and  Charles  Hansen. 


CROSS  COUNTRY 

A  large  and  experienced  squad 
answered  the  call  of  Coach  Wilson 
for  practice  at  the  beginning  of  the 
year  and  showed  up  remarkably  well 
in  competition,  being  headed  for 
slate  and  New  England  champion- 
ship honors.  Captain  John  Mulhall. 
Frank  DeLear,  Armas  Hill,  and  Don 
Smith  were  the  leading  lights  of  the 
Blue  and  White  harriers,  usually  fin- 
ishing in  a  bunch  for  first  position, 
while  Ed  Kujanpaa.  a  newcomer  to 
the  squad  this  year,  was  never  far 
behind  the  leaders  and  often 
clinched  some  perfect  scores  for  the 
locals  by  clever  running. 

Opening  their  season  against 
Braintree  High,  the  Wilson  team 
came  through  with  a  20-43  score; 
against  Arlington,  reputed  to  he  one 
of  the  finest  teams  in  the  state,  they 
ran  up  a  perfect  Bcore  of  L6-42; 
against  Newton  they  registered 
another  perfect  victory,  downing  tie- 
Garden  City  representatives  L6-60, 
running  between  the  halves  of  the 
Quincy-Newton  football  game.  En- 
tertaining Woburn  over  the  local 
course,  the  Blue  and  White  easily 
won  18-41,  while  they  will  entertain 
Stoneham  and  Somerville  in  the 
future,  as  well  as  competing  for  the 
\.  E3.  championship  at  the  Efarvard- 
Interscholastics. 

\  second  team  took  part  in  two 
meets  and  came  trough  with  victo- 
ries in  both  Instances;  the  first  le 


21-36  margin  over  Weymouth  High, 
and  the  second  by  a  16-49  score  over 


Wakefield  High.  Runners  who  car- 
ried the  Blue  and  White  colors  dur- 
ing the  season  were  Captain  John 
Mulhall.  Frank  DeLear,  Armas  Hill. 
I 'on  Smith.  Ed  Kujanpaa.  Ainsley 
Patten,  Elliott  Countway,  Robert 
Nugent,  Don  Sipple,  Wilfred  Hes- 
keth,  Cordon  Eddy,  iioftertv.  Gentry, 
Moberg,  Tovio  Nousio,  H.  Gould.  Ray 
Tripp,  I.  Patten.  Carr,  Goransor, 
Kangas,  .McCarthy.  Jaukkuri,  p. 
Wheeler,  Duncan  inn.  Henderson, 
Jimmy  Coriarti,  Brown,  Small, 
Collin.  Ferrell,  Savage,  Lyons,  Davis 
ami  Siitonen. 

The  sophomore  class  entered  one 
competition  during  tin-  year  and 
whipped  North  Quincy  High  bya  23- 
»•">  Bcore.  Hasketh  and  Nousio  were 
the  First  Blue  and  Whit,-  rum 
i  ross  tie-   finish   line. 


GIRLS'  SPORTS 

Tennis  and  field  hockey  have  | 

played  with  enthusiasm  by  the  uirls 
of  the  school  during  the  Fall  season, 
under  the  direction  of  Coach  Louise 
Baker.    The  Junior  class  carried  off 

the   honors   in    both   sport-   and   will 

he   presented   with    their   four-inch 

letter.-. 

In     the     tennis     tournament     the 
Juniors  captured  the  honors  by  ,> 
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tue  of  a  victory  over  the  Sophomores 
and  a  4-3  win  over  the  Senior  el; 
Members      of      the      teams      were: 
Juniors—  Shaevitz.  Elsa  Olson. 

Phyllis  O'Brien.  Betty  Smith.  Selma 
Whitehead.  Virginia  Owen.  Anna 
Danielson.  Beatrice  Seymour,  and 
Ruth  Xickerson:  Seniors — Mary 
Louise  Lamb.  Joanna  Collins.  Nancy 
Follett.  Rita  Roberts,  Mary  Daly. 
Sally  Connolly.  Helmi  Heikkila.  and 
Betty  Shields:  Sophomores — Anne 
Wehter,  Xetta  Charles.  Tillie  Calde- 
rone,  Mavis  Barnes,  and  Louise 
Connor. 

In  the  field  hockey  competition, 
the  Juniors  edged  the  Sophomores. 
through  the  work  of  Sadie  Beaton 
and  Jessie  Shaevitz.  by  a  2-1  score; 
then  took  the  Seniors  into  camp  by 
a  1-0  margin,  with  Miss  Shaevitz 
notching  the  only  tally  of  the  game. 
The  members  of  the  teams  were: 
Juniors — Jessie  Shaevitz.  captain; 
Virginia  Owen.  Elizabeth  McLelland. 
Norma  Pare.  Ethel  Hollman.  Gene- 
Smith,  Katherine  Cunniff. 
Gertrude  Leppala.  Mary  Zaporetsky. 
Sadie  Beaton.  Beatrice  Goldstein. 
Ruth  Xickerson,  Dorothy  Della- 
Lucca.  and  Agnes  Smith;  Seniors — 
Marjorie  Evans,  captain ;  Mary 
Louise  Lamb.  Frances  Howley. 
Helmi  Heikkila.  Violet  Pace,  Flor- 
ence Cole.  Mildred  Horn.  Betty 
Shields.  Roberta  Prescott.  Doris  La- 
porte.  Eleanor  Wickens.  Ruth  Wolf, 
and  Jeanette  Whitelaw;  Sopho- 
mores— Helen  Spadocia.  captain : 
Dorothy  Brown.  Ruth  Kockler, 
Claire  Hovey.  Doris  Burr,  D.  Mac- 
Leod. Mary  Halloran,  Gladys  Ander- 
son. Mary  Turner,  Barbara  Curry. 
Frances  Stearns.  Ruth  Koehler, 
Doris  Kelly.  Margaret  Crighton.  and 
Phvllis  Savard. 


Q.  H.  S.  ALL  STAR  TEAM 

Right  end Jonathan  Richards 

Right  tackle   .  .  .    Sidney  Szathmary 

Right  guard James  Murphy 

iter    Donald  Peterson 

Left  guard Robert  Von  Reigers 

Left  tackle Lewis  Santacross 


Left  end    John  Bresnahan 

Quarterback Arvo  Miitenen 

Right  halfback    Enrico  DeCristofaro 

Left  halfback Robert  Ewing 

Fullback    James  Philip 

After  looking  over  the  past  rec- 
ords made  by  Quincy  High  grid- 
sters  against  their  worthy  and  illus- 
trious foes  from  Brockton  High, 
the  so-called  "wooden-headed"  sport 
scribes  at  the  school  have  put  their 
"beans'-  together  and  made  a  board 
which  has  searched  every  nook  and 
cranny  in  the  institution  and  finally 
emerged  with  a  line-up  that  would 
have  sent  Jimmy  LeCain  wild  (?) 
had  it  been  presented  on  the  eve  of 
the  Brockton  game. 

Viewing  the  team  from  every 
angle  it  is  difficult  to  find  an  eleven 
which  would  offer  such  competition 
to  the  Brocktonites.  The  Red  and 
Black  shoemakers  would  find  it  a  dif- 
ficult task  to  hammer  the  Blue  and 
White  representatives  into  submis- 
sion, in  fact  we  do  not  think  they 
would  get  the  "leather"  at  "awl." 

Looking  over  the  names  and  siz- 
ing up  the  eleven,  one  cannot  but 
wonder  at  the  ability,  brains,  and 
grid  craft  which  is  evident  in  the 
team.  Although  heavily  outweighed 
by  Brockton,  it  would  make  but  little 
difference,  for  thir  fighting  disposi- 
tions and  ferocious  appearance  when 
in  action  would  more  than  subdue 
the  Red  and  Black  forces. 

Herewith  we  now  present  our 
reasons  for  the  selection  of  the 
above-mentioned  team.  For  ends, 
there  is  no  denying  the  speed  of 
Bresnahan  and  Richards,  and  their 
well-known  ability  to  catch  things, 
no  matter  what  they  are,  which  are 
thrown  at  them,  leaves  them  without 
peers.  The  weight  of  Szathmary  and 
Santacross  easily  clinches  these 
boys  their  position.  Murphy  and  Von 
Reigers  are  two  determined  guards, 
while  Peterson  is  always  in  the 
center  of  activities  and  rightly  de- 
serves the  center  berth.  His  unerr- 
ing eye  should  allow  him  to  pass 
with  ease  to  the  outstretched  hands 
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of  the  receiver.  Such  a  formidable 
line  would  weather  any  opposition 
through  thick  and  thin — but  mainly 
thin. 

Speed,  brains  and  ability  are  all 
incorporated  in  the  backfield,  prob- 
ably the  greatest  ever  to  represent 
the  school.  Calling  the  signals  we 
have  the  alert  Arvo  Miitenen,  a 
hawk  at  devising  tricky  plays,  who 
should  be  able  to  supply  a  few 
baffling  movements.  If  any  change 
was  necessary  in  the  signal-barking, 
then  Philip  could  take  over  the 
berth,  for  his  sweet  tones  would 
probably  have  Brockton  asleep  on 
their  feet  at  the  start  of  the  play. 
DeCristofaro  and  Ewing  arc  two  de- 
ceptive (yes,  very)  runners,  who 
bring  this  bach  division  up  to  per- 
fect ion. 

Looking  for  a  coach,  we  do  not 
have  to  cast  our  eyes  beyond  the 
faculty,  for  we  have  in  the  person  of 
Mr.  Wallace  a  perfect  line  coach. 
while  Mr.  Noyes  should  be  able  to 
get  the  very  best  out  of  the  backfield. 


BROCKTON   WINS 

Jimmy  LeCain's  fighting  Blue  and 

White  grid  machine  failed  to  throw 
off  the  Brockton  superiority  in  their 
annual  game  at  the  EldoD  B.  Keith 
Memorial  Field,  Brockton,  the  Blue 
and  White  going  down  fighting  by  a 
27-6  score  before  i">!,(|  loyal  Quincy 
fans. 

As  is  usual  in  these  annual  clashes 
with  the  Red  and  Black  forces  from 

tin-  Shoe  City,  the  Blue  and  While 
athletes  put   their  all  into  the  game, 

being  comforted  bj  the  fad  that  the 
run  of  the  game  showed  thai  they 
were  not  as  inferior  to  the  winners 
the  score  would  Indicate,  over- 
anxiety  on  the  part  of  the  locals 
being  responsible  for  the  two  scores 
which  Brockton  pushed  over  early  in 
the  game. 

Every  participant  in  the  -rid  con- 
test pul  tip  a  performance  that  was  a 
credit  to  the  school,  their  coach,  and 

the  training  that  they  have  received. 
by  showing  a  characteristic  display 

of  spirit  and  gameness  that  aston- 


ished Brockton  players,  coaches,  and 
officials.  Their  aggressiveness  could 
not  be  dimmed,  or  the  hopelessness 
Of  their  task  pointed  out  to  them 
until  Paul  Swaffield  blew  his  hum 
blast  on  the  whistle  to  clos<'  tic  L931 
chapter  of  this  (lassie  of  the 
gridiron. 

Greatly  outweighed,  the  Line  and 
White  stood  up  under  the  ravages  of 
a  powerful  Brockton  line  in  every 
play  without  a  thought  of  quitting, 
and  at  the  (lose  of  the  game  were 
stopping  the  Brockton  runners  with 
as  much  skill  and  Bghl  as  in  the 
opening  period  of  the  game.  Al- 
though technically  defeated,  it  v 
agreed  by  many  that  the  Blue  and 
Whim  scored  a  moral  hit  with  their 
gritty  display. 

A  factor  which  helped  to  -  »nd  the 
locals  down   to  defeat    wa  ap- 

parent over-anxiousness  of  the  Le- 
Cain  squad  in  performing  b<  fore  the 
large  crowd  of  yelling  fan-,  and  this 
mental  attitude  in  the  opening 
minutes  of  the  game  was  what 
Brockton  took  advantage  of  to  pul 

over  two  scores  while  the  game  Vi 
in  its  infancy.    Tic  result  must  have 
had  a  great   psychological  effect  on 
the   Blue  ami   White,  and   probably 
did  much  to  take  the  edge  off  their 

hopes,  despite  their  attempt   tO  'llfow 

i<\'\'  the  Idea  that  they  were  facing  a 
big  handicap  from  the  beginning  of 
the  game. 

Despite    this    tin-    locals    battled 
gamely  on.  and  following  the  retire- 
ment o\  Bradford  Milliard,  the; 
able  to  pu.-di  over  their  ion-' 

Ami     what     pent-up    enthusiasm 
iched     in     the     Bkies     from     the 
parched  throat.-  of  01 
to  the  accompaniment  of  cow  bells, 
sirens,  and  auto  horns,  a  tremendous 
yell  ro<  ked  t  he  bleachers  on  1 1 
Mde  of  tic  Held,  .1-  Craig  lugged  the 
precious  leather  over  the  final  white 
line*     Five     yean1     cheering 
wrapped  up  in  that  enthusiasm, 
the   hall  d    the    Broi  kton    line 

for  the  first  time  since  1926,  and  af- 
forded the  loyal  fans  a  lone  crumb  of 
comfort  after  taking  the  backwash 
from  the  Brockton  Btands  all  after- 
noon. 
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SPORT  RAMBLINGS 

by  Johnny  Wickham 

The  little  men  are  having  a  big 
year  in  football.  There  are  Bergen 
of  Holy  Cross,  Chesnulvitch  of  Bos- 
ton College,  Booth  of  Yale,  not  to 
mention  Quincy's  "Four  Horsemen," 
Schwartz,  Riley,  Pease  and  Noyes. 

All  one  ever  reads  of  Bob  "Goose" 
Noyes  is  that  he  plays,  yet  he  is  one 
of  the  hardest-working  men  on  the 
team.  Riley  and  Craig  get  the  touch- 
down, but  it  is  "Goose"  who  does  all 
the  interfering  and  cleaning  out  for 
these  men. 

Quincy  lost  a  great  prospect  for 
football  when  Jepsen's  bad  ankle 
forced  him  to  play  soccer.  He  had 
everything  to  make  a  great  back: 
weight,  speed,  high  leg  action,  and 
daring.  The  football  team's  loss  was 
soccer's  gain,  as  shown  by  the  high 
list  of  goals  scored  in  the  games  in 
which  he  has  played. 

One  of  Quincy's  best  soccer  men  is 
"Wee  Willy"  Mitchelson,  bantam- 
weight forward.  Mitch  weighs  only 
about  120,  but  he  is  all  muscle  and 
fight.  Another  star  lightweight  is 
"Johnny  the  Giant  Killer"  Nelson, 
who  handles  the  big  forwards  in 
such  a  way  as  to  make  it  look  very 
simple. 

Many  people  have  been  objecting 
to  Quincy's  tough  schedule.  They 
have  no  reason  to  complain.  Quincy 
is  a  big  city  and  should  play  other 
big  cities.  There  is  more  kick  in 
licking  the  big  teams. 

The  Jay  Vees  have  had  a  very  suc- 
cessful season,  winning  all  their 
games  except  one,  which  was  lost  to 
a  much  heavier  and  older  Bridge- 
water  eleven.  Larry  Cahoon,  the 
'Mighty  Mite,"  has  made  some  runs 
that  were  wonderful  to  watch.  Sam 
Asnes  was  the  kicking  and  blocking 
back,  and  did  an  excellent  job.  The 
stars  in  the  line  were  Walsh,  a 
speedy  end,  and  Eaton,  a  fighting 
guard.  We  will  not  be  surprised  to 
see  a  good  many  of  these  Jay  Vee 


boys  installed  on  the  regular  Blue 
and  White  varsity  squad  in  1932. 

And  as  a  suggestion  to  raise 
money  for  athletics:  Sell  the  ball 
that  beat  Brockton  to  the  highest 
bidder. 

Basketball  will  soon  be  starting. 
Returning  veterans  are  Jepsen, 
Schwartz,  Sass,  and  Riley,  forwards; 
Folium,  center,  and  Haynes  and 
Rappo,  guard.  Quincy  is  strengthen- 
ing its  schedule,  and  Coach  Clark 
will  have  his  hands  full  in  giving 
Quincy  a  winning  quintet,  but  he  can 
be  depended  on  to  turn  out  a  fast  and 
smart  aggregation. 

One  of  Quincy  High's  best  friends 
is  Isidore  Zach,  athletic  reporter  for 
the  Ledger.  Zach  certainly  gives 
Q.  H.  S.  plenty  of  publicity,  through 
which  the  teams  have  drawn  many 
watchers. 

Peterson,  who  has  shown  plenty 
of  fight  in  this  year's  line,  is  a  great 
big  friendly  fellow,  who  just  loves 
to  break  through  interference  and 
throw  the  ball  carrier  for  a  loss.  It 
is  safe  to  say  that  not  one  first  down 
has  been  made  through  right  tackle. 

Sass,  another  line  man,  has  proved 
a  hawk  at  receiving  forward  passes. 

Captain  Kroesser  is  a  team  player. 
He  was  a  star  at  center,  and  when 
Coach  LeCain  wanted  to  change 
Johnny  to  a  back,  Johnny,  although 
not  liking  the  idea  overmuch,  said 
"O.K."  because  he  knew  that  it  was 
for  the  good  of  the  team.  His  last 
few  games  as  a  back  speak  for  them- 
selves. 

Our  soccer  team  is  still  riding  the 
crest  with  John  Brown  and  "Silent 
John"  MacGibbon  starring  in  the 
forward  line.  Johnny  Brown  has 
broken  the  High  School  record  for 
scoring  this  year.  MacGibbon  has 
made  less  than  half  a  dozen  goals  in 
three  years  on  the  varsity  squad,  not 
because  he  is  a  poor  player,  because 
he  isn't,  but  he  prefers  to  see  the 
others  kick  the  scores.  But  if  assists 
counted  as  goals,  John  would  be  'way 
up  with  the  leaders. 


Sophistication:  The  art  of  making 
people    believe    you've    bad    experi- 
ences   which    you    only    wish    you 
might  have  had. 


We  heartily  thank  all  of  you  who  were  so  kind  as  to  contribute  jokes 
to  this  department.  Most  of  them  were  unprintable,  but  we  enjoyed  reading 
them  just  the  same. 


by   Stanley  De   Boer 

When  elephants  start  to  tap- 
dance. 

Ami  fish  begin  to  H\ , 
And  bees  stop  all  their  buzz- 
ing. 
And   all    mosquitoes  die, — 
"When  dimes  turn  into  quar- 
ters, 
Ami     gold's    the    same    ^ 
Lead, 
And  all  the  ice  is  boiling  hot, 
And     black     and    blue     and 
ltd., — 
"When   study   pupils  do   some 
work. 
And   all    one   hundred    rate, 
And   never    make   a  wise   re- 
mark. 
Or  never  come  in  late, — 
When  horses  take  up  knit- 
ting, 
And   snails   begin   to   run, — 
r.\    that,  and  that   time  only. 
I'll  get  my  homework  done. 


Liquidation 

Mr.  Cutler  (explaining  the  English 

old  situation) :  "Now,  if  you  had  a 

quart  of  milk  and  a  quart  of  water, 

and     mixed    them    together,     what 

you  have?" 

R.  Ewing:  "Two  quarts  of 
Hood's!" 


"Why,"  cried  the  statistician, 
"every  time  I  breathe,  a  man  dies!" 

"Then  why  don't  you  use  Lister- 
ine?"  asked  a  little  man  in  a  corner. 


Retort  Swelegant 

Two  boys  were  having  a  heated 
discussion  as  to  the  identity  of 
flashes  of  light  that  could  be  per- 
ceived in  the  sky.  One  of  them  in- 
sisted that  they  were  lightning, 
while  the  other  held  that  they 
couldn't  be  because  they  were  red, 
and  said  that  they  were  nothing  but 
fireworks. 

"But  didn't  you  ever  see  red 
lightning?"  argued  the  former. 

"Yeah,"  admitted  the  other,  "but 
it  came  out  of  a  bottle." 


"This  is  a  pretty  tough  world," 
said  the  Indian,  as  he  bit  the  dust. 

A  Pun  in  Four  Acts 

A  soph  had  just  cracked  an  atro- 
cious pun.  A  junior  said:  "A  pun  is 
the  lowest  form  of  wit."  A  senior 
intervened:  "Naw,  he's  the  lowest 
form  of  a  wit."  A  P.  G.  did  away 
with  the  senior.  .  . 


Never 

strike  a  man  when  he's  down. 
You  can't  tell  how  big  he'll  be  when 
he  gets  up. 


Panzy!  !  ! 

We  have  a  letter  in  our  files  ad- 
dressed to  Miss  J.  Smith  junior.  .  . 


Something  AVronp  Here 

Teacher:  "Be  quiet!  There  are 
some  people  in  this  room  who  want 
to  study!" 

Skeptic:  "Oh,  yeah?  Where  are 
they?" 
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And  here  we  have  three  of  the  cutest 
definitions  ever  defined: 

Moron:  The  guy  who  didn't  quite 
make  the  grade  for  being  a  halfwit. 


Carpetbagger:  A  fellow  who  goes 
around  with  all  his  clothes  in  a  car- 
petbag. 


And  once  again:  A  moron  is  a 
man  who  has  more  than  one  wife. 
(Note:  This  also  clearly  defines  an 
idiot.  .  .   ) 


And  Flap  Her  Ears)  I  I 

She  was  only  the  elephant  train- 
er's daughter,  but  oh,  how  she  could 
sling  trunks!  !  ! 


Post  graduate:  "Well,  I'm  back 
again!" 

Miss  Goudey:  "What  is  it  7  A  relic 
or  a  hangover?" 


Hospitality  to  the  Nth 
Rube:     "Well,    folks,    make    yer- 
selves    right    ter    hum.    cuz    I'm    ter 
hum  and  I  wisht  you  wuz." 


Teacher:    "Now    we're    going    to 

prove  ;i  formula." 

Student:    "Let's    just    take    it    for 
granted!" 


When   it's  today   here,   it's  tomor- 
row in  China. 

Damned  clever,  these  Chinese: 


Abie: 
Ikey: 
made   it 
late!*" 


.loosh   Tun 
'Oi,  I'm  Bick!" 

"Look,    Abie,   a 
dt   nmsta   been 


pun      TV'' 

tlie   emii- 


s<|ueieh  Swelegmnl 
"Now.     this     poem     hasn't     much 

meaning  when  you  read  thru  it  !" 
"Well,    now.    when    that    poem    is 

Intelligently  read.  .  ." 


Convenient,  to  Say  the  Least 
Teacher:    "You   must    have   | 

out    late   last    night." 

Up-to-the-minute  dapper:  "Oh,  it 

never  gets  late  till  twelve,  and  then 
it   L^ets  early  all  over  again  !" 


Never    Berenade    your    girl.    You 

can't    tell   what    her  father  may   not 

be  needing  around  the  hbua 


We  have  to  give  Walter  Winehell 
the  credit  for  this  one.  and  it's  really 

quite  appropriate,  as  well  as  being 

one     (if     the     best     puns     we've     ever 
heard.-  and  how  we  do  hate  pun    I 

••How  are  you  feeling  today?" 
"Oh,  a.-  Vfollastoi  he  expected!" 
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INDIGNATION 

by    Brownie    Whitehead 

One  evening  at   his  radio 

Was   Ust'ning  Jim   McNi 
'Twas  on  the  evening  of  the  fight, 

And    sounded    rather   clear. 

Then  all  a!    mice  the  phone  bell  rang, 

Ami    when    he   answered   it, 
"Hello!"   said  a    soprano   voice, 

"We're  down  the  hall  a  bit. 

"And    in    our   suite    your    radio 
Sounds   'most   as   loud  as   tho 

Twere  right  here  in  this  room  with  us — " 
Said  Jim,  "I'll  turn  it  low." 

"<»li,   nil,"   the   voice  replied  to  him, 
"Oh,  please  don't  do  that  now! 

The  bout  is  at   its  very  height. 
It's    simply   great,   and   how! 

"But  turn  it  up  a  little  more. 

I've  missed  a  few  things,  so 
If  you   would  turn   it  louder  now, 

I'd  sure  hear  every  blow." 

"I'll    do    that,    lady,"    Jim    replied, 

"I'll    do  it  with  great  joy — " 
"Lady — lady!"    screamed    the    voice, 

"I'm  just  a  little  boy!" 


CONTRAPTION    I\    Z    MINOR 

•  lust    a    sophomore, 

Nothing  could  be  low  r, 

Seniors   know  the  part  I'm  faking; 

Trying   to  be  smart, 

How    it    breaks   my   heart. 

Every   day   three   lunches   taking. 

While  school  sleeps  on  without  me. 

I    will  pass  away, 

Then  what  will  they  say  about  me? 

Oh,   those  seniors,   they  will  snore, 

"He  was  just  a  sophomore," 

While  school  sleeps  on  without  me. 

Clifford    Wilmath,   Sophomore. 


A  Novel  Form  of  Philately 

(Stamp-collecting  to  you) 
There  is  a  story  about  a  prisoner 
who   was   in  court  for  robbing  the 
local  postoffice. 


"What  are  you  here  for?"  asked 
the  judge. 

"Please,  your  honor,"  answered 
the  culprit,  "I'm  only  a  stamp  col- 
lector!" 


Mr.  Knott  and  Mr. 
Shott  fought  a  duel. 
Knott  was  shot,  and 
Shott  was  not.  Under 
the  circumstances,  we 
would  rather  have  been 
Shott  than  Knott.  .  . 


Teacher:  "Give  an 
example  of  an  exag- 
geration." 

Student:  "The  moon 
shines  in  the  daytime' 
is  an  exaggeration." 


A  man  was  killed  in 
a  quarry,  and  a  friend 
went  to  break  the  news 
to  the  victim's  wife. 

"Is  this  the  day  the 
insurance  man  comes?" 
he  asked. 


UH/E.R...AH.. 
M 


A  Slip  that  Passed  in  the 
\  iirlit :  Depression — 

On  the  notices: 

"Teachers  may  be  able 
to  pay  their  lunch  bills 
at  2:30  today.  .  .  " 


"Yes,"  answered  the 
puzzled  woman. 

"Well,"  said  the  bear- 
er of  bad  news,  "you 
can  snap  your  fingers 
at  him  now." 


Teacher:  "What  would 
a  land  of  milk  and 
honey  be?" 

Student:  "Sticky!" 


Housekeeper  (to  plum- 
ber) :  "Be  careful,  now. 
All  my  floors  have  just 
been  polished." 

Plumber:  "Oh,  don't 
worry.  I  won't  fall 
down.  I've  got  nails  in 
my  shoes." 
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More  CTnintfrestin'  Facts  rBout  Unintfrestin' Things 
'Koim'  Kwlnzy  ff I  Skule 

We  promised  to  be  back  for  another  spell  of  it,  and  nothing  could  per- 
suade  us  to  break  our  word.    Sorry.  .  . 

We  found  it  pretty  hard  to  get  accustomed  to  the  new  hours  when  lunch 
time  came  around,  but  now  our  stommick  knows  just  when  to  get  hungry, 
and  we  have  eight-period  days  down  to  a  system.  .  .  We  feel  that  the  height 
of  individuality  is  expressed  in  Mr.  Bridges'    left-handed    Chech    marks.  .  . 
They  say  that  marriage  is  a  great  institution    for   the    feebleminded.  .  .  On- 
lookers to  the  lunch  period  chess  games  now  call  it  glorified  checkers.    Last 
semester  Ma  Chiang  (Mali  Jong  to  you)  was  a  glorification  of  dominoes.  .  . 
Only  certain  privileged  people  can  have   111  for  home  room.  .  .  If  some  of 
our  lady  teachers  want  to  know  where  to  gel   off,  may  we  refer  them   to  a 
passage  in   Schmaulhausen's   ponderous  volume.  .  .  We  could  never  figure 
the  good  of  life  insurance  when  you  can't  get  your  money  till   you  thwack 
the  pail  with  a  pedal  extremity  ("kick  the  bucket"  to  you).  .  .  We've  been 
looking  for  a  genealogist  who  can  tell  us  who  Invented  the  quaint  custom  of 
cheering  dropped  plates  in  the  cafeteria.   And  what  the  dickens  did  become 
of  Venus'  arms,  anyway?  .  .  .  .Miss  Lewis  is  looking  for  someone  to  sample 
desserts  in  the  kitchen.    Don't   all  rush  at   once:    .   .   .   They  say  that   money 
isn't  everything,  hut  it  certainly  does  make  that   whale  of  a  difference.  .  . 
We'll  bet  that   any  of  these  wise  guys  who  vaunt  their  lack  of  awe  of  certain 
members  of  our  faculty  won't  dare  stroll  into  room  111',  occupied  of  coin 
any  time  we  suggest,  puffing  on  a  Murad,  or  any  other  brand.  .  .  You  can 
have  a  lot  of  fun  trying  to  figure  out  the  difference  between  wit  and  humor, 
hut  you  can't  convince  us'   .  .  .  There  are  plenty  of  people  around  here  who 
could  give  General  Smedley  Butler  a  few  pointers,  if  we  can  Infer  anything 
from  the  spicy  humor  that  was  submitted   to   us.  .  .  Next    thing  you  know. 
the  sophs  will  be  wanting  their  sou])    wrapped    in   cellophane.     And   is   there 
anything  besides  soup  that  they  don't  wrap   in   cellophane?    Somebody   Bald 
blessed   event.   .    .    Does   anybody  hesides    .Mr.    Uhinehalter    know    where    the 
pennies  contributed   to   the  pony   actually   do   go?   .   .   .   And    why   not    a    few 
benches  around  the  old  nag?  .  .  .  We've  had  plenty  of  fire  drills  around  here 
but  nary  a  Are.    Come  on.  some  of  you   folks   who   crave   excitement    (But 
don't  say  we  put  you  up  to  it.).   .   .   From  the  looks  of  some  of  the  Btuff  sent 
in  for  this  department,  most  of  us  could  use  a  good  course  in  spelling,  pen- 
manship, ami  punctuation.  .  .  Anyway,  the  depression  has  boomed  the  "posi- 
tion wanted"  ads  a  whole  lot.  .  .  And  Bpeaking  of  depression,  we  supp 
that  if  it  had  been  possible,  they'd  be  making  our  sandwiches  thinner  down 
in   the  cafeteria.   .    .    Wouldn't    it    lie  fun   to  run   a    popularity  contest    for  our 
teachers  and  have  ;i  booby  prize?  .  .  .  We  wonder  if  they  couldn't  make  "Bal- 
lyhoo" a  little  smaller  so  it  would  fit  behind  our  history  hook.  .  .  Economy: 
the  science  of  stinting  yourself  on  the    things    you    need    bo   you'll    have 
enough  money  for  the  things  you  don't  need.  .  .  We  wonder  jf  even  Ml 
Howes  can  tell  us  the  difference  between  a  bass  piccolo  and  a  soprano  sous 
phone.   .    .    An  unintentional  eavesdropper  tells  us  that    he  heard    Mr.   Wilson 
tell  Mr.  Collins  that   he  was  in  bed  every  ulght  last  Bummer  bef on    s    9  ' 
If  you  buy  your  milk  from  the  First  National   Store-,,  you  can   tell   how  fr> 

your  milk  is  by  the  letters  on  either  Bide  of  the  cap  on  the  bottle.  Thelett 
come  consecutively,  spelling  Vermont,  without  the  t.  beginning  on  Wedn< 

I  nntinutd  on  ncx' 


Do    ill  Si   itchmen  <inc  in  clow        rmony? 


44 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


•  w;i  •'  vi'* 

irody   on   Mase  field's   "Caxgoe- 
by  Violet  Pace 

:>m  Ho    -  ;  k  Bay. 

D:         _      ■  ol  to  reach  there 

or. 

h  a  carload  of  studer. 
Pap-r 

hes.  and  books  of  rhyr. 

Sn.  "del   roadster   t  -    from   the 

nx. 

ke  a  racer  on  the 

•  I 
-nd  cle 

a 

- 

.    -    :' 
"^ing  ar.  s  ne. 

■-'.  a  carload  wrer.  : 

Hammers  and  na 

vdA  lumber 
of  pine. 


I  HI     SI  HI  ..•.!  1  N  i.     MOB 

—  :.g  mob? 
And  why  strive? 

itch  some  murderer,  perhaps. 
And  burn  him  yet  alive? 

an  :nbled  here 
S    me  hero  to  acclaim? 

-.  they  :. 
i  or  flame? 

.  :n  all  of  th- 
It's   ^-■methiner  else,  this  bunch. — 
And  tell: 

.  lincy  J-:  -  '.unch. 

William  Ame? 


More  Unint'restin'  Facks  'Bout  Unint'restin'  Things 
Roun'  Kwinzy  Hi  Skule 
Cool  —Jed  from  preceding  [    . 

day.  and  skipping  Sunday:  Wednesday.  V:  Thursday.  E:  Friday.  R:  Satur- 
day. M:  Monday.  0:  Tuesday,  X.  etc.  We  hope  we  won't  get  shot  for  giving 
away  that  dark  secret.  .  .  And  you  can  find  out  which  edition  of  the  Boston 
'Post'*  you're  getting  by  looking  at  the  date  on  the  front  page.  The  first  edi- 
tion has  no  punctuation:  Monday  February  29  1931:  second  edition,  one 
comma:  Monday,  February  29  1931:  third  edition,  full  punctuation:  Monday. 
February  29.  1931.  .  .  The  '"Traveler"  shows  its  edition  by  the  number  of 
stars  over  the  date.  .  .  The  Q.  H.  S.  News  puts  out  only  one  edition. 
Sorry.  .  . 

And  we'll  be  back  again,  just  for  spite.   We  heard  what  you  just  said.  .  . 


The  teacher  had  just  given  an  ex- 
tremely long  home  consignment. 

And  what  are  we  supposed  to  do 
with  our  spare  time?"'  asked  one 
student. 


Mr.  Lyon :  "Where's  Mr.  Bridge- 
Unidentified  voice:  "How  should  I 
know?    I'm  not  his  keeper!" 


Ben  They  Are — Count  Them! 

-  >me  of  us  want  to  know  what's 
the  difference  even  if  we  do  have  to 


go  to  school  for  three-quarters  of  an 
hour  longer.  That  is  all  very  philo- 
sophical, to  be  sure,  but  the  real 
difference  is  just  twenty-seven  hun- 
dred seconds. 


udent  (reciting):  "And  if  a 
widow  dies  within  five  years  of  her 
husband's  death,  she  has  to  pay  an 
additional  death  duty." 

And  they  talk  about  the  high  cost 
of  living! 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


45 


A  Typical  Day  in  the  (hiss  of  Professor  Prank  L.  Bridges,  4.B.C.B.  !■:.- 


especially  l>  and  K.  .  . 

(The  following  blah  is  intended  to  give  the  dazed  onlooker  to  Mr. 
Bridges'  third  period  college  physics  class  a  general  idea  of  what  is  supposed 
to  be  going  on.  We  rather  fear,  however,  that  after  the  coming  disaster  he 
will  be  even  more  dazed,  if  such  is  possible.  .  .   ) 

Our  first  glimpse  of  Frank  L.  today  is  as  he  enters  the  room  brandishing 
a  long  yard  stick.  This  yard  stick,  which  is  a  bit  longer  than  most  yard 
sticks,  has  been  so  efficiently  wielded  of  late  that  several  students  have 
been  caused  to  suddenly  leave  school.  But  today  he  is  feeling  agreeable  be- 
cause of  a  recently  completed  perusal  of  "Ballyhoo"  and  "Voo-Doo,"  so  no 
craniums  have  suffered  fracture. 

The  first  bright  question  put  to  him  is:  "How  did  Columbus  discover 
that  the  world  was  round?" 

Patiently,  Mr.  B.  answers:  "How  should  1  know?    He  didn't  tell  nit:'' 

Then  he  remembers  something:   "Didn't  I  promise  you  a  test  for  today?" 

A  voice  assures  him  that  he  can  disappoint  us  if  he  wants  to.  Then  some 
one  asks  him  if  the  tost  is  hard. 

"Naw!  That's  the  easiest  test  in  the  book:  Say,  what's  it  about,  any- 
way?" 

Then  he  makes  a  weighty  decision.  Yes,  he  will  do  an  experiment.  lb' 
hauls  an  old  'cello  bow  out  of  the  closet,  remarks  thai  it  is  getting  bald,  and 
then  happily  remembers  that  one  thing  that  will  stop  falling  hair  is  the  floor. 
He  sets  up  the  sonometer  and  scrapes  the  bow  across  it.  eliciting  a  horrible 
racket  and  causing  someone  to  remark  that  this  must  be  the  finish  of  the 
unfinished  symphony.  During  the  orgy  of  acoustic  outrage,  II.  Little  blows 
his  nose  with  his  habitually  raucous  tone,  and  Mr.  B.  reprimands  him,  say- 
ing that  he's  a  half  tone  flat,  and  if  he  doesn'1  admit  it.  he'll  continue  the 
racket.  Henry  decides  that  discretion  is  the  better  part  of  valor,  and  acqui- 
esces with  a  sniffle.  Mr.  B.  tiuht.-ns  a  Btring  and  asks  how  it  sounds  now. 
"Terrible,"  says  one,  and  Mr.  B.,  heartbroken,  puts  the  stuff  away. 

Then  some  brilliant  youth  asks  l'n  ile  Prank  what   humidity  i:-. 

The  answer  comes.  "Humidity,  my  nephew,  is  dampness,  but  you  shouldn't 
care — you're  all  wet.  anyway!" 

Prank  plows  thru  his  pockets  for  something  or  other,  and  produces  a  roll 
of  bills.    Disgusted,  he  mutters  something  about  "always  ^.-i t ui -  his  pock 
mixed  up  with  the  waste-basket." 

The  bell  sounds  a  welcome  warning,  and  we  hasten  to  quit  the  room.  Can 
you  blame  us?  Mr.  B.  arms  himself  w  th  the  yard  stick,  goes  out  into  the 
corridor,  and  spies  a  form  leaning  out  of  a  window. 

"Hey!"  he  yells,  "are  you  going  to  get  tin-  air  there  all  day?" 

The  form  at  the  window  turns  around.  Mr,  Bridges  turns  oxteen  colors 
and  prof usely  proffers  apologies.  The  gentleman  airing  himself  was  our  own 
Mr.  Deane. 

Professor  Frank  L.  Bridges,  A.  B.  C.  D.  E2.,  has  not  attempted  so  much  as 
a  pun  for  over  two  weeks..  .  . 


Angry  customer: 
"iley":  Waiter! 
There's  a  hair  in 
this  soup!" 

Waiter:  "Cer- 
tainly, sir.  That's 
noodle  soup." 


These  Panstersl  I  : 

Mr  M<    Iv'iiw  n 

solves  the  old  prob- 
lem i^~  students'  re- 
actions to  this 
grand  old  New 
England  weather 
with  the  enlighten- 
ing statement  :  •ft 
Isn't  th.»  bent  it's 
the    stupidity." 


Peter  8.  MacKinnon 

Bentiat 

101  ffieart)  g»t..  Unllastcin 

Joe's  Lobster  House 

J.  H.  McEnroe,  Prop. 
116  Bridge  St.,     -     N.  Wemouth 

The 

Modern  Beauty  Shoppe 

Specialists  in  Fredricks  Permanent 
Waving 

Both  Croquignole  and  Spiral 
Arnoil  Steam  Treatment  to  Recondition  Hair. 
All  lines  of  up-to-date  Beauty  Culture. 

137  Beach  St.,  WoIIaston,  Tel.  Gra.  3568-J 

ELITE  BARBER   SHOP 

Up-to-date  Haircutting 

The  very  lastest  style  in   Bobbing.      To 

be  convinced  visit  us 

137  Beach  St.,   (opp.  M.  F.  School) 

WoIIaston,  Mass. 

B.  A.  BANKS 

Groceries  and    Provisions 

133  Beach  St„  WoIIaston 

Tel.    President    1427 

Alyce  Seauti)   School 

584  Columbia  Road,  Dorchester 

Complete  Course  in  Beauty  Culture  $35 
Evening  Classes  only  7.30  to  9.30. 

Monday,  Wednesday  and  Thursday 

One  or  two  of  our  musicians  are  a 
bit  worried  because  they  can't  triple 
toung  on  a  violin.  .  . 


Mr.  McKeown  (at  welcome  fin- 
ish): "It's  a  good  thing  that  it  isn't 
hard,  or  else  you'd  never  get  home!" 


Student  (giving  exposition  talk  in 
English):  "It  is  very  easy  to  get 
from  here  to  my  house.  .  ."  (Pro- 
ceeds with  rather  doubtful  direc- 
tions.) 


Vice  Versa 


Stude  (to  teacher  entering  room 
late) :  "Sorry  to  bother  you,  but  have 
you  a  slip?" 


Squantum  Medicine  Store 

744  East  Squantum  St. 
Squantum 

T.  Y.  Connors,        -       Proprietor 

For  Service  call  Granite  0929 

Superior  Cleansers  and  Dyers 

Alterations  and  Repairing 
Neatly  Done 

144  Franklin  Street,    .          .          Quincy 

Norfolk  Haberdashery 

Norfolk  Downs,  Mass. 

Dorothy's  Beauty  Salon 
BEAUTY  CULTURE 

Permanent  Waving  a  Specialty 

All  Lines  of  Beauty 

120  Beach  Street,    -         -         WOLLASTON 

Tel.  Granite  8074-W 

Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


How  About  a  Cozy 
Study  Room? 

Couldn't  you  study  better 
if  you  had  a  room  of  your 
own  away  from  the  noise 
of  the  radio  and  out  of  the 
range    of     family     discus- 
sions? 

You  can   build  a  spare 
room  in  a  quiet  part  of  the 
house    with     wall    board, 
plaster  board  or  insulating 
board.      You    will  rind    it 
cozy  and  warm  and  it  can 
be    attractively    decorated 
with  paint. 

Come  and  see  us  for  a  Free 
Estimate 

L.  Grossman  Sons,  Inc. 

130  Granite  St.,  Quincy 

EDDY'S 

Shoe  Store 

$2-50 

One  Price 

Sizes  2  to   10 
Widths  AAAA  to  EEE 

Reg.  56-SS-S10 
value 

1564  Hancock  Street 

Quincy,  Mass. 

Opposite   Quincy  Theatre 

Telephone  Granite  1582-J 

tyl}t  Sterling  &liapp* 

Coats,    Dresses,    Suits, 
Furs  and    Millinery 

1424  Hancock  St.     -    Quincy 

Schrauts  Bakery 

77  Elm  Street 
BRAINTREE,    MASS. 

ALLEN  T.  MILLER 

Registered  Pharmacist 

25  Independence  Avenue 
Tel.  Pres.  2178      Quincy,  Mass. 

Robert  H.  Locarni 

Meats — Groceries 

162  Liberty  Street,  Quincy 

Cars  Washed  $1.50 

Day  and  Nii_rht  Service 

WOLLASTON    AUTO   SERVICE 
GARAGE 

77   Woodbine  St.,  Wollaston  Station 
Tel.  Granite  8937 

NORMANS 
Department    Store 

1627  Hancock  St.,  Quincy 

Some  of  the   Ads  in  this  issue  are  student  written.      See  if  you  can  find  them. 


When  Making  Up  Your   Christmas   Shopping  List- 
Be  Sure  to  Include  These  Attractive 

—  GIFTY    SUGGESTIONS  — 


AVALON  PERCOLATOR         EMBASSY  WAFFLE  IRON  EMBASSY  TOASTER 

Reg.  $10.00  value  Reg.  $9  95  value  Reg.  $5.00  value 

The  toaster  has  the  Mica  speed  element;  Waffle  Iron  is  full  size  with  heat  indicator 
assuring  perfectly  cooked  waffles;  the  Avalon  Percolator  is  of  solid  copper  one  piece 
construction.  All  three  items  are  unusually  attractive  in  design  and  are  finished  in 
lustrous,  lifetime  Chrome. 

These  Three  New  Royal  Rochester  Creations  (reg.  $24.95  value)  for  only      <t  ^  Q.85 
Pay  Only  $2.95  DOWN  Balance  to  Suit  Your  Convenience  *  ©Cash 

Quincy  Electric  Light  &  Power  Co.  Electric  Shops 


1533  Hancock  Street,  Quincy  Centre 
Tel.  Granite  8390 


51  Billings  Road,    Norfolk  Downs 
Tel.  Granite  5071 


Dr.  Stanley  GJ.  SCeene 

Qentist 
104  Billings  Uoao 

(Eel.  Ojranite  1813  Norfolk  QouutH 


Carl's   Goodies 

The  Altitude  Record  in 
High  Quality 

Candies 

21  CHESTNUT  STREET 
QUINCY 


(|uincy  itug  QJompauy 

Under  New  Management 
H.  FELDMAN,  Prop. 

1659   Hancock  Street      -     Quincy 


MILLER'S 

All  High  Grade  Shoes 

"Ask  the  Women 
who  Wear  them" 

One  Uniform  Price 

$2.50 

659  Hancock  St.,      Wollaston 
1631  Hancock  St.,         Quincy 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


HOSTESS 
CUP  CAKES 

Can  be  purchased 
in  our  Cafeteria 


Sauting  Assemblies 

Every  TUESDAY  Evening  at  the 
WISTARIA    BUNGALOW,  Quincy 

Instruction  in   Beginnirg  and    Advanced    Steps 
8.00-9.00.      General  Dancing  9  (hi    11.30. 

Frankie  Flynn's  Orchestra 

Dancing   Every   Saturday   Evening 

Specialattention  to  beginner^.      Subscription  fti'c 

C.  Y    WOODBURY 


You  get  a  lot 
of  Service 
for  your 
Money   here  ! 


res 


1020 


SWT/M S£/tW££* 


265   Granite   Street,  Quincy,  Mass. 


New  York 
Printing 
Modes  of 
Today    ! 

Grn.    804  0 


Johnson's  Filling  Station 

If  its  ;i  Hat  or  a    noise  in  the   DUS, 
Don't  stand  around  the  old  wagon  and  cuss; 
Hop  over  to  Johnson's  on  Hancock  near  Beach; 
Prices  and  service  are  all  in  your   reach. 
You'll  drive  away  with  a  snide  on  \ our  face. 
And  tell    all    your     friends     that    Johnson's    the 
place. 

700  HANCOCK  STREIEIT 
WOLLASTON.  MASS. 


Electric  Power  Greasing  done  under  cover 

Irene  >t »rr»t t 


Siunc  of  the  Ads  in  thil  iMUC  are  <tn,lert  written.      See  if  von  can  find    thei 


SPORTING  GOODS 

Radios  and  Auto  Accessories 
can  be  purchased  at 

Totidinan's 

1550  Hancock  St. 
Quincy 

^  here  you  get  a  money  back 
guarantee 

Other  stores  in  Lynn,  Salem  and  Maiden 


New   Tuxedos    For    Rent 

Ask  for  special  Q.H.S.  rates 

READ  &  WHITE 

TUXEDOS 
FULL  DRESS 
CUTAWAYS 

Shirts,  Shoes,  etc. 

Ill  SUMMER  STREET 
and  93  MASS.  AVE. 
BOSTON 

Woolworth  Building,  k  PROVIDENCE,  R.  I- 


Class  Pin*  Pendants 

Club  Pins  Charms 

Class  Rings  Medals 


Fraternity 

Jewelry 

Favors 


J.  Richard  O'Neil  Co. 

School  and  College 
Jewelers 


282   Franklin  Street,  Central  Square 
Cambridge,  Mass. 


J.  E.  KNIGHT 

Guaranteed 

Used  Automobiles 
For  Sale 


EASY  TERMS 


SQUANTUM  GARAGE 

86  Huckins  Ave.,  Squantum 

Tel.  Granite  393 1-R 


Expert  in  all  Branches  of 

Beauty   Culture 

1511     Hancock    Street 
Quincy 

Known  for  satisfactory  Service 


EVA  PERRAULT 


Tel.  Pres.  6546 


The  Golden  Rule 
Market,  Inc. 

53-A  Billings  Road 
Norfolk  Downs 

Tel.  Granite  4063 

The   Home  of  Individual  Service 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


c^lNGELO'S 

Newest,  Largest  and 
most  Modern 

Beauty  Parlor 


Beauty  Culture  of  all  descriptions  done  in 
the  modern  manner. 

Marcels,  Finger  and  Permanent  Waving, 
Manicuring,  Facials,  etc. 

We  give  the  wonderful  Frederics  Vita-Tonic 

Permanents  .  .  .  The  only  permanent  wave 
with  the  secret  of  wavy  and  soft,  naturally  beau- 
tiful hair. 

All  haircutting  done  by  Mr.  Angelo  and 
Tony. 

A  shop  each  side  of  the  Ledger  Building,  to 
the  left,  25  Temple  street,  our  Beauty  Parlor, 
exclusively  for  women  and  children.  To  the 
right,  5  Temple  street,  our  up-to-date  Men's 
Shop     .     .     The  only  one  in  Quincy. 


In  the  Long  Run 

You  and  your  friends  will  prize 
the  portrait  that  looks  like  you 
— your  truest  self,  free  from 
stage  effects  and  little  conceits. 
It  is  in  this  "long  run"  photog- 
raphy that  PURDY  success  has 
heen  won. 

PURDY 

160    TREMONT  STREET 
BOSTON,   MASS. 

Official  Photographer  Q.  H.  S., 
Class  of  June  1930,  Feb.  1931. 
and  June  '31 

Special    Discount    Rates    to    all 
students  of  Q.   H.  S. 


V 


Mnw^ 


Anchor  at  a  safe 

port  and  eat  at 

this  Haven 


D  Tceoonplte  i>(hr®@ft 


.lolm  Ho 


FOY'S 

Stores  have  upheld 
a  standard  in 

QUALITY 

SERVICE 

PRICES 

for  32  years 

1177    HANCOCK    STREET 
39  FRANKLIN  STREET 

QUINCY 


R    M 


Some  of  the  Ads  in  this  issue  arc  student  written.      See  if  \  \nd  them. 


v  Ouincy,  Mass. 


DEPEND    ON    ICE 

in  all  weather 

Granite  City  Ice  Co.,  Inc. 

550  Adams  St. 
83  PennSt. 

Tel.   President    2400 

Save  with  Ice 

ICE 

The  Correct  Refrigeration 

Presidents  City  Ice  Co. 

51  North  Central  Ave. 
Wollaston,  Mass. 

Telephone  Granite  247 1-M 

COAL   AND    COKE 

Pettengill's 

Jeweler 

Our  jewels  come  from  far  away, 
They  always  outshine  the  rest, 
Our  prices  are  the  lowest, 
Of  stones  that  give  the  best. 

1462  Hancock  St.,    -    Quincy 

Charles  .layro 

For  Better 
Workmanship  &   Service 

Call  Granite  5118 

Prosperity 

Cleansing  and   Dyeing  Co. 

1637  Hancock  Street,  Quincy 

Alterations  and   Repairing  Neatly  Done 

C.  Sansone  flfc  Sons 

Choice  Fruits 
Vegetables 
and  Groceries 

23  Granite  Street  and 
9  Depot  Ave. 

Candy  and  Fruit  by 
Tel.  President  6960                TELEGRAPH 

Typewriters 

Bought— Sold— Rented 

Only  agent  in  Quincy  for  the 

Remington  Portable  Typewriter 

Also  Corona  and  Royal  Portable 
Typewriters 

Moore — Waterman — Parker 
Ingersoll 

Fountain  Pens 

Drnnison'i  Goods              School  Supplies 

McKENZIE'S 

Tel.  President    5131       3  Temple  Street 

Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


DIEGES  C&  CLUST 

"If  we  made  it,  its  right" 

Class  Rings  Fraternity  Pins 

Charms  and  Medals  for  every  Sport 
Prize  Cups  and  Plaques 


73  Tremont  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 


Warren  Kay  Vantine 


when  deciding  on  your 


Class  Photographer 


160  Boylston  Street  Boston,   cyWass. 


Some  of  the  Ads  in  this  issue  ire  student  written.     See  if  von  ran  find  them 


